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CYRANO DE BERGERAC 


ACT I 

A Representation at the Hotel db 
Boukoogne. 

The hall of the Hold de Bourgogne^ in 1640. A soH 
of tennis-^ourt arranged and decorated Jor a 
theatrical perfoi^ance. 

The hall is oblong and seen obliquely^ so that one of 
its sides forms the back of the right foreground^ 
and meeting the left background snakes an angle 
lAf WiV the stage, which is partly visible. 

On both sides of the stage are benches. The curtain 
is composed of two tapestries ivhich can be drawn 
aside. Above a harlequin's mantle are the royal 
arms. There are broad steps from the stage to 
the hall; on either side of those steps are the places 
for the violinists. Footlights. 

Two rows, one over the other, of side galleries: the 
highest divided into boxes. No scats in the pit 
of the hall, which is the real stage of the thtatre ; 
ai the back of the int, i.e. on the right foreground, 
some benches forming steps, and underneath, a 
staircase which leads to the tepper seats. An 
improvised buffet ornamented with little lustres, 
vases, glasses, plates of tarts, cakes, bottles, etc. 

The entrance to the theatre is in the centre of the back¬ 
ground, under the gallery of the boxes. A large 

A 
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door, half open to let in the spectcUors. On the 
panels of this door, in different comers, and over 
the buffet, red placards bearing the words, *La 
Olorise.* 

At the rising of the curtain the hall is in semi-darJc- 
tiesSt and still empty. The lustres are lowered in 
the middle of the pit ready to be lighted. 


SCENE I 


The PtTBLic, arriving by degrees. Troopers, 
PiUKGHKKS, Lackeys, Pages, a Pickpocket, 
the Doorkeeper, etc., followed by the Mar¬ 
quises. OuiGY, Brissailee, the Buffet-Girl, 
the Violinists, etc. 

[A confusion of loud voices is heard outside the door. 

A Trooper enters hastily.l 

The Doorkeeper 
[follouring Aim], 

Hollo ! You tlicre 1 Your money ! 


I enter OTatis. 


Why? 


The Trooper. 


The Doorkeeper. 


The Trooper. 


Why ? r am of the King’s Household Cavalry, 
’faith \ 

The Doorkeeper 
[ io another Trooper who entersl. 

And you ? 
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Second Trooper. 

I pay nothin;^ ! 

Titk Doorkeeper. 

IIow so ? 

Second Trouper. 

1 am a musketeer. 

First Trooper 
[io second]. 

The play will not begin till two. The pit is 
empty. Come, a bout with the foils to pass the 
time! 

[They fence with the foils they have* brought.] 

A Lackey 
[entering], 

Pst . . . Flanqiiin 1 . . . 

Another 
[(dreachj there]. 

Champagne ? . . . 

The First 

[showirtg him canls and dice which he takes 
from his doublef]. 

See, here be cards and dice. [He seats himself 
on the floor.] Let's play. 

The Second 
[doing the same]. 

(rood ; I arn with yon, Tillain I 
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First Lackey 

[taking from his pocket a candle-endy which he lights, 
and sticks on the floor\ 

I made free to provide myself with light at my 
master’s expense! 

A Guardsman 

[io a Shop-Girl who advances]. 

’Twas prettily done to come before the lights were 
lit I 

[He takes her round the 

One of the Fencers 
* [receiving a thrust]. 

A hit! 

One of the (Urd-players. 

Clubs 1 

The Guardsman 
[ following the girl]. 

A kiss j 

The Flower-Girl 
[struggling to free herself]. 

They ’re looking ! 

The Guardsman 
[drawing her to a dark corner]. 

No fear 1 No one can see ! 
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A Man 

[s'Uting on the ground with others who have 
brougM their provisions] 

By coming early, one can eat in comfort. 

A Burgher 
[conducting his sonj. 

Let us sit here, son. 

A Card-player. 

Triple ace 1 

A Man 

Itakirig a bnUJe from under his cloak, and also 
seating himself on the floor]. 

A tippler may well quaff his Burgundy [he drinks] 
in the Burgundy Hotel! 

The Burgher 
[^0 his son]. 

’Faith ! A man might think he had fallen in a 
bad house here I [He points with his cane to the 
drunlcarcL] What with topers ! [one of the fencers, 
in breaking off, jostles him] brawlers ! [he stumbles 
into the midst of the card-players] gamblers I 

The Guardsman 

[behind him^ still teasing the Flower-Girl]. 
Come, one kiss I 
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The Burohee 

[kurriedJy pxdling his son away\ 

By all the holies ! And this, my hoy, is the 
theatre where they played Rotrou erewhile. 

The Youno Man. 

Ay, - and Corneille ! 

A Troop of Paoks 

[hand in handj enter dancing the farandole, 
and sinymg]. 

Tra’ a In, la, la, la, la, la, la, lere . . . 

The Doorkekpkk 
[sternlyy to the Pages]. 

You pa<^cs there, none of your tricks 1 . . . 

First Page. 

[with an air of wounded dignity]. 

O sir!--such a suspicion! . . , [Brisklyy to the 
Second Page, the moment Boorkeeper's hack is 
turned.] Have you striu;.f ? 

s 

The Second. 

Ay, and a fish-hook with it. 

First Page. 

We can angle for wigs, then, up there i’ th’ 
gallery. 

A Pickpocket 

[galheri)ig about him some evil-looking youths]. 

Hark ye, young cut-purses, lend an ear, while I 
give you your first lesson in thieving. 
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Second Page 

[calling up to others in the top gctlleries^ 

You there ! Have you peashooters 1 

Third Page 
[from ahove^ 

Ay have we, and pesis withal ! 

[He blows, and peppers them with peas.] 

Tub Young Man 
[to his father'], 

What piece do they give us ^ 

The Burgher. 

Clorise. 

The Young Man* 

Who may the author be ? 

The Burgher. 

Master Balthazar Baro. It is a play I . . . 

[He goes up arm-in-arm with hi.‘t .sou.] 

The Pickpocket 
[to his Pupils]. 

Have a care above aU of the lace knec-riifiles—cut 
them oflf I 

A Spectator 

[to another, showing him a corner in the 

gallery]. 

1 was up there, the first night of the Oid. 

The Pickpocket 

[making with his fingers the gesture of filching] 
Thus for watches- 
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The Burgher 

[coming down again with his son"]. 

Ah ! You shall presently see some renowned 
actors . . . 

The Pickpocket 

[mahwg the. gestures of one who pulls something 
stealthily^ with little jerks], 

I’hus for handkerchiefs- 

The Burgher. 

Montfleury . . . 

Some one 

[shouting from the upper gallery]. 

Light up, below there ! 

The Burgher. 

. . . Bellcrose, TBpy, La Beaiipr<!^, Jodelet! 

A Page 
[mi the pit]. 

Here comes the buffet-girl! 

The Buffft-Giul 
[taking her place behind the buffet]. 

Oranges, milk, raspbeny-water, cedar bitters ! . . 
[A hubbub outside the door is heard.] 

A Falsetto Voice. 

Make place, brutes I 
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A Lackey 
[astonished]. 

The Marqxiises I —in the pit? . . . 

Another Lackey. 

Oh ! only for a minute or two ! 

[Enter a hand of young Marquises.] 

A Marquis 

[seeing that the hall is half-empty]. 

What now ! So we make our entrance like a pack 
of woollen-drapers ! Peaceably, without disturbing 
the folk, or treailing on their toes I — Oh fie ! tie I 
[Recognising some other gentlemen who have 
entered a little before him.] 

Cuigy 1 BrissaiUo ! 

[Greetings and embraces.] 

Cuigy. 

True to our word ! . . . Troth, w'e are here before 
the candles are lit. 

The Marquis. 

Ay, indeed ! Enough ! I am of an ill humour . . . 

Another. 

Nay, nay. Marquis ! see, for your consolation, they 
are coming to light up ! 

All the Audience 
[welcoming the entrance of the lighter]. 

Ah! . . . 

[They form in groups round the lustres as they 
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art lit. Some people have taken (heir seats in 
the galleries. Lioki^re, a distinguished-looking 
rou4, with disordered shiit-frontj arm-in-arm 
with Christian de Neuvillette. Christian, 
who is dressed elegantly^ hut rather behind the 
fashion, seems preoccupied, and keeps looking at 
the boxes.^ 


SCENE II 

The Same. Christian, LioNifeRE, then Raguenbad 

and Le Bret. 

Cdigt. 

Lignifere I 

Brissaili.k 

[laughing]. 

Not drunk as yet 1 

lilGNlkllE 

[aside, to Christian]. 

I may introduce you ? [Christian nods in assent.] 
Biiron de Neuvillette. [Rows.] 

The Audience 

[applauding as the first lustre is lighted and 

drawn up]. 

Ah : 

Cdigt 

[to Brissaille, looking ai Christian], 

'Tis a pretty fellow 1 
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First Marquis 
[who has ove7heard] 

Pooh ! 

LlQNliiRE 

[introducing the^n to Christian]. 

My lords Dc Cuigy , . . De Brissaillc ... 

C)[IRISTIAX 

[bowing], 

Polightfd ! . 

First Marquis 
[^0 Second]. 

He is not ill to look at, but certes, lie ib nol 
costumed in the latest mode. 

InONIKRE 
\(o Guiov] 

This gentleman conies from Toiiraine. 

Christian. 

Yes, 1 liavo scarce been twenty days in Paris; 
to-niorrow I join the Guards, in the Cadets. 

First Marquis 

[watching the people who are coming iiUo the boxes]. 
There is the wife of the Chief-Justice. 

Thu Buffbt-Girl. 

Oranges, milk . , . 
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Tue Violinists 
[tuning up\ 

La—la — 

Cuioy 

[to Christian, pointing to the hall, which ia 

hllmg fa8t\ 

*Tis crowded. 

Christian. 

Yes, indeed. 

]'\rst Marquis. 

All the great world ! 

[They recognise and name the different elegantly 
dressed ladies who enter the boxes, bowing low 
to them. The ladies send smiles in answer.] 

Second Marquis. 

Mad.iine do Giicm^n^e. 

CUIOT. 

Madame de Bois-i)aiiphin. 

First Marquis. 

Adored by us all ! 

Brissatlle. 

Madame de Chavigny . 

Second Marquis. 

Who sports with our poor hearts I . . . 

LiqniIsre. 

Ha ! so Monsieur de Corneille has come back from 
Kouen 1 
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Thk Young Man 
[to his father]. 

Is the Acftderay here? 

The Burgher. 

Oh ay—I see several of them. There is BoudU) 
Boissat, and Cureaii de la Chamhre, Porch^res, 
fjoloniby, Bonrzeys, Bourdon, Arbaud ... all names 
that will live ! ’Tis fine ! 

First Marquis. 

Attention ! Here come our prhieitscs ; Barlhd- 
noide, Urimedonte, Cassandace, F^lixerie. . . . 

Second Marquis. 

A li ! How exquisite their fancy names are ! Bo 
you know them all, Marquis ? 

First Marquis. 

Ay, Marquis, I do, every one I 

LlONifeRE 

[drawing Christian aside.] 

Friend, I but came here to give you pleasure. The 
lady comes not. I will betake me again to my pet 
vice. 

Christian 

[persuasively]. 

No, no! You, who are ballad-maker to Court 
and City alike, can tell me better than any who the 
lady is for whom I die of love. Stay yet a wliile, 
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The First Violin 
[striking his bow on the detik]. 

Gentlemen violinists I 

[He raises his how.l 

The Buffet-Girl. 

Macaroons, lemon-drink . . . 

[7'he violins begin to play.] 

Christian. 

Ah! I fear me she is coquettish, and over nice 
and fastidious ! I, who am so poor of wit, how dare 
I speak to her— how address her 1 This language that 
they speak to-day—ay, and write—confounds me ; I 
am but an honest soldier, and timid withal. She 
has ever her j)lace, there, on the right—the empty 


box, see you 

1 


LlGNlkuE 

I must go. 

[making as if to ^o]. 


Christian 

Nay, stay. 

[detaining hint]. 


LlGNI^niE, 

1 Cannot. 

D'Assouey waits me at the tavern, and 


here one dies of thirst. 


The Buffet-Girl 
[passing before him with a tray]. 
Orange drink? 
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LlQNlkRE. 

Ughl 

The Buffet-Girl. 

Milk? 

LiaNikRE. 

Pah ! 

The Buffet-Girl. 

Rivesalte 

% 


LlQNlkRE. 


Stay. [To Christian.] I will remain a while — 
Let me taste this rivesalte. 

[lie sits h\j the hnjjfvt; the f/irl pours some 
out for him.] 

ClllKS 

[ from all the aiidience, at the entrance of a plump 
little many joyously exfited]. 

Ah ! Ragueneau ! 

lilGNll^RE 

[<o Christian]. 

’Tis the famous ta7ern-keeper Ragueneau. 


Raouenkau 

[dressed in the Sunday clothes of a pastry-cooky 
going up quickly to LioNikKE]. 

Sir, have you seen Monsieur fie Cyrano ? 

LlONliSRE 

[introducing him to Christian]. 

The pastrycook of the aetors and the poets | 
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Raoueneau 

[overcome}. 

You do me too great honour . . . 

Liqni^iie. 

Nay, hold your peace, Maecenas that you are ! 


Raqueneau. 

True, these gentlemen employ me . . . 


Liqni&re. 


On credit! 


He is himself a poet of a pretty talent . , . 


Raqueneat;. 

So they tell me. 

LlGNlfeRE. 

—Mad after poetry 1 


Raguen'eau. 

’Tis true that, for a little ode . . . 


LlQNlilRB. 

You give a tart . . . 


Raoueneau. 

Oh !—a tartlet! 


LlGNl^RE. 

Brave fellow I he would fain excuse himself I 
—And for a triolet, now, did you not give in 
exchange . . , 
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Ragueneau, 

Some little rolls ! 

LlGNlilRE. 

[severeZy]. 

They were milk-rolls!—And as for the theatre, 
which you love ? 

Ragueneau, 

Oh ! to distraction 1 

LlGNlfcRE. 

How pay you your tickets, ha 1 —with cnkcs. 
Your place, to-night, come tell me in my ear, wliat 
did it cost you ? 

Ragueneau. 

Four custards, and fifteen cream-puffs. 

[He looks round on all sifZcs.] 

Monsieur de Cyrano is not here ? ’Tis strange. 

LlGNlkHE. 

Why so ? 

Ragueneau. 

Montfleury plays ! 

LlGNlkUE. 

Ay, ’tis tjuc that that old wine-barrel is to take 
Phoedon's part to night, hut wljat matter is that to 
Cyrano ? 

Ragueneau. 

How ? Know you not 1 Ho has got a hot hate 
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for Montfleury, and so !-has forbid him strictly 

to show his face on the stage for one whole month. 

Liqni&re 

[drinking his fourth gla88\ 

Well ? 


Raguenbau. 
Montfleury will play 1 

CuiQY. 

He cannot hinder tliat. 


llAQUENBAn. 

Oh ! oh ! that I have come to see ! 


First Marquis. 

Who is this Cyrano'? 

CUIGY. 

A fellow well skilled in all tricks of fence. 

Second Marquis. 

Is he of noble birth ? 

CuiGY. 

Ay, noble enough. Ho is a cadet in the Guards. 
[Pointing to a gentleman who is going up a/nd 
down the hall as if searching for some one.] 
But ’tis his friend Le Bret, yonder, who can best 
tell you. [Ue calls him.] Le Bret! 

[Le Brrt comes towards them.] 

Seek you for De Bergerac ? 
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Le Bret. 

Ay; 1 am uneasy . . . 

CUIGT. 

Is it nob true that he is the strangest of men ? 

Le Bret 
[tenderly]. 

True, that he is the choicest of earthly beings 1 

Raquensau. 

Poet 1 

CuiGY. 

Soldier I 

Brissaille. 

Philosopher ! 

Lb Bret. 

Musician! 


Ligni^re. 

And of how fantastic a presence I 

Raguenkau. 

Marry, 'twould puzzle even our grim painter 
Philippe de Champaigne to portray him ! Methinks, 
whimsical, wild, comical as he is, only Jacques Callot, 
now dead and gone, had succeeded better, and had 
made of him the maddest fighter of all his visorod 
crew,—with his triple^plumod beaver and six-pointed 
doublet,—the sword-point sticking up ’neath his 
mantle like an insolent cocktail I He’s prouder than 
all the fierce Artabans of whom Gascony has ever 
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been and will ever be the prolific Alma Mater! 
Above his Toby nifl’ he carries a nose 1—ah, good my 
lords, what a nose is his ! When one sees it one is 
fain to cry aloud, ‘ Nay ! ^tis too much ! He plays a 
joke on us 1^ Then one laughs, says, * He will anon 
take it oflf.’ But no 1—Monsieur de Bergerac always 
keeps it on. 


Le Bbrt 

[throwing hack his head.] 

He keeps it on,- and cleaves in two any man who 
iares remark on it! 


ItAGUENJiAU 

[proudly]. 

His sword--’tis one half of the Fates’ shears 1 


First Marqdis 
[shrugging his shoulders]. 
He will not come ! 


Ragtjeneau. 

I say he will ! and 1 wager a fowl—a la Rogue- 


The Marquis 
[laughing]. 

Good! 

[Murmurs of cuimiroiion in the hall. Box an r 
has just appealed in her box. She seats 
hersdf in fronts the duenna ai the back. 
Christian, who ispa/ying the Buffet-Gikl, 
does not see her entrance.] 
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Second Marquis 
[ivith little cries of joy ]. 

Ah, gentlemen ! she is fejirfuliy terribly -ravish- 
ing! 


First Marquis. 

When one looks at her one thinks of a peach 
smiling at a strawberry ! 


Second Marquis. 

And wliat freshness ! A man approaching her too 
near might chance to get a Imd chill at the heart? 


OURISTIAN 

iraising his head ^ sees IIoxane, and ccUches 
LioNifcRK by the ami ]. 

’Tis she ! 


lilGNlkRE. 

Ah I is it she ? 


Christian. 

Ay, tell me quick, —I am afraid. 

LlQNlkRE 

{tasting his rivesalte in sijps]. 

Magdaleine Rt)bin—Roxane, so called ! A subtle 
wit—a 'pricieuse. 


Woo is me 1 


Christian. 
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LiqniJ&re. 

Free. An orphan. The cousin of Cyrano, of whom 
wo were now speaking, 

[At this moment an elegant nobleinan^ with blue 
ribbon across his breast^ enters the box, and 
talks with Roxane standing], 

Christian 

[starting]. 

Who is yonder man ? 

LiGNikRR 

[who is becoming tipsy, winking at him]. 

Ha! ha! Count de Guiche. Enamoured of her. 
But wedded to the niece of Armand de Kichclieu. 
Would fain marry Roxane to a certain sorry fellow, 
one Monsieur de Valvert, a viscount—and—accom¬ 
modating ! She will none of that bargain ; but De 
Guiche is powerful, and can persecute the daughter 
of a plain untitled gentleman. More by token, I 
myself have exposed this cunning plan oi his to the 
world, in a song which . . . Ho! he must rage at 
me ! The end hit home. . , . Listen 1 

[lie gets up staggering, and raises his glass, 
ready to sing ] 

Christian. 

No. Good night. 

LlGNlkRB. 

Where go you ? 

Christian. 

To Monsieur do Valvert! 
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Lioni^re. 

Haye a care ! It is he who will kill you [showing 
him Roxane by a look]. Stay where you are—she is 
looking at you. 

Christian. 

It is true I 

[He stands looking at her. The group of pick¬ 
pockets, seeing him thus, head in air and 
open-mouthed, draw near to him.] 

LlGNlkRE. 

’Tis I who am going. I am athirst! And they 
expect me—in the taverns ! 

[He goes out, reeling.] 

Le Bret 

[who has been all ronml the hall, coming hack 
to Ragueneau reassured]. 

No sign of Cyrano. 

Ragueneau 

[incredulously]. 

All the same . . . 

Le Bret. 

A hope is left to me—that he has not seen the 
playbill I 

The Audience. 

Begin, begin ! 
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SCENE III 

The Same, all hut LioniJire. Be Guiche, 
Valvert, then Montfleury. 

A Marquis 

[watching De Guiche, who comes doim from 
Roxane's box, and crosses the pit suirounded 
hy obsequious nohlemeuy amongst them the 
VicoMTE DE Valvert]. 

He pays a fine court, your De Guiche I 

Another. 

Faugh ! . . . Another Gascon 1 

The First. 

Ay, but the cold, supple Gascon—that is the stuff 
success is made of! Believe me, we were best make 
our bow to him. 

[They go towards De Guiche.] 

Second Marquis. 

What fine ribbons ! How call you the colour, 
Count de Guiche 1 Kiss me, rn ?/ darling, or Timid 
Fawn ? 

De Guiche. 

’Tis the colour called Sick Spaniard. 

First Marquis. 

*Faith 1 The colour speaks truth, for, thanks to 
your valour, things will soon go ill for Spain in 
Flanders. 
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De Guichb. 

I go on the stage ! Will yo\i come 1 
[Jle goes towards the stage, followed hy the ^Iar- 
QUJSES a/nd gentlemen. Tnryiinig, he calls] 
Come you, Valveit! 

Christian 

\who is watching and listening^ starts 07i hearing 

this name]. 

The Viscount 1 Ah 1 1 will tlirow full in his 

face my , . . 

puts his hand in his poeJcd, and finds there the 
hand of a pickpocket who i.s about to rob him. 
He turns 
Hey ? 

The Pickpocket. 

Oh I 

Christian 
[holding him tightly], 

I was looking for a glove. 

The Pickpocket 
[smiling piteously]. 

And you find a hand. [Ghangmg his tone, quickly, 
and in a whisper.] Let me but go, and I wiU deliver 
you a secret. 

CmilSTIAN 
[still holding him]. 

What is it ? 

The Pickpocket. 

Ligni6re ... he who has just left you . . . 

Christian 
[scifTttc pl(ty^0 

Well? 
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The Pickpocket. 

His life is in periL A song writ by him has given 
offence in high places—and a hundred men—1 am 
of them—are posted to-night . . . 

Christian. 

A hundred men 1 By whom posted ? 

The Pickpocket. 

I may not say—a secret . . . 

Christian 

[shrugging his shoulders]. 

Oh! 

The Pickpocket 
[with great dignity]. 

... Of the profession. 

Christian. 

Where are they posted 1 

The Pickpocket. 

At the Porte de Nesle. On his way homeward. 
Warn him. 

Christian 
[letting go his urrists]. 

But where cun I find him ? 

The Pickpocket. 

Kun round to all the taverns— The Golden Wine 
Frees, The Fine Cone, The Belt that Bursts, The 
Two Torches, The Three Funnels, and at each leave a 
word that shall put him on his guard. 
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Christian. 

Good—I fly ! Ah, the scoundrels ! A hundred 
men Against one ! [Looking lovingly at Roxanb.] 
Ah, to leave her ! . . . [looking with rage at Valvert] 
and him ! . . . But save LignRre I must! 

[He hurries out. De Guiche, the Viscount, the 
Marquises, have all disappeared behind the 
curtain to take their places on the benches 
placed on the stage. The pit is quite full; 
the galleries and bores are also crowded.] 

The Audience. 

Begin ! 

A Buroher 

[whose wig is drawn up on the end of a string 
by a Page in the upper gallery]. 

My wig 1 

Cries of delight. 

He is bald I Bravo, pages—ha ! ha 1 ha 1 , . . 

The Burgher 
[furiouSj shaking his fist]. 

Young villiiin ! 

Laughter and Cries 
[beghming very loud, and dying 
gradually away]. 

Ha 1 ha ! ha ! hat ha ! ha ! 

[Total silence.] 

Lb Bret 
[astonished]. 

What means this sudden silence ?... [A SrECTATOR 
says something to him in a low voice.] Is’t true ? 
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The Spectator. 

I have just heard it on good authority. 

Murmurs 

[spreadiiig through the hall\ 

Hush I Is it he ? No ! Ay, I say ! In the box 
with the bars in front! The Cardinal I The Cardinal! 
The Cardinal I 

A Page. 

The devil! We shall have to behave ourselves!. . . 

[A knock 18 hea/rd upon the stage. Every one 
is motionless. A pause."] 

The Vojce of a Marquis 
[in the silence^ behind the curtain.] 

Snuff that candle I 

Another Marquis 

\jputting his head through the opening in 
the curtain]. 

A chair ! 

[A chair is passed from hand to hand, over the 
heads of the spertatoi's. The Marquis takes 
it and disappears, after blowing some kisses 
to the boxes.] 

A Spectator, 

Silence 1 

[lliree knocks oa'c heard on the stage. The 
curtain opens in the centre. Tableau. The 
Marquises in insolent attitudes seated on 
each side of the stage. The scene represents 
a pastoral landscape. Fo^ir little lustres 
light the stage ; the violins play softly,] 

Le Bret 

[m a low voice to Ragueneau]. 

Montfleury comes on the scene ? 



CVRANO DE BERGERAC 


29 


Kaqueneau 
[a/so in a low voice]. 

Ay, ’cis he who begins. 

Lk Bret. 

Cyrano is not here. 

Ragueneau. 

1 have lost my wager. 

Le Bret, 

’Tis all the better ! 

[An ail’ on the drone-jn'pes is heard, and Mont- 
FT.EURY enters, enormous! \j stout, in an 
Arcadian shepherd*s dress, a hat wreathed 
with roses drooping over one ear, blowing 
into a ribboned drone-pipe.] 

The Pit 
[applauding]. 

Bravo, Montfleury ! Montfleury ! 

Montfleurt 

[after bowing low, begins the pait of Phocdon], 

‘ Heureux qui loin dcs conrs, dans iin lieu solitaire, 
Se prescrit soi menie un exil volontaire, 

Kt qui, lorsquo Zephire a souliltS sur lea bois . . .* 

A Voice 

[from the middle of the pit]. 

Villain ! Did I not forbid you to show your face 
here for a month ? 

[General stupor. Every one turns round. 
Murmurs.] 
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Diffkrent Voices. 

Hey?—What?—What is’t? . . . 

[^The 'people stand up in the boxes to lookj] 

CuiQT. 

Tis he I 

Le Bret 
\terrijled\. 

Cyrano I 

The Voice. 

King of clowns 1 Leave the stage this instant! 


Ohl 

But . . . 


All the Audience 
\indignantly]. 

Montflkurt. 

The Voice. 


Do you dare defy me ? 


Different Voices 
[from the pit and the boxes]. 

Peace 1 Enough 1—Play on, Montfleury — fear 
nothing I 

Montflf.urt 
[in a trembling voice]. 

‘ ileureux qui loin des cours, dans un lieu sol- 


The Voice 
[rrme fiercely]. 

Well! Chief of all the blackguards, must I come 
and give you a taste of my cane ? 

[A hand holdiyig a cane starts up over the 
heads of the spectators.] 
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Montfleury 

[in a voice that trembles mwe and more], 
Heureux qiii . . .* 

[The cane is shaken.] 

The Voice. 

Off the stage! 

The Pit. 

Oht 

Montfleurt 

[choking]. 

‘ Heureux qui loin des cours . , 

Cyrano 

[appearing suddenly in the pity standing on a cliairy 
his arms crossed, his beaver cocked fiercely^ his 
moustache hristlingy his nose terrible to see]. 

Ah I I shall be angry in a moment! . , . 

[Sensation.] 

SCENE IV 

The Same. Cfrano, then Bellerose, Jodelot. 

Montfleitry 
[to the Marquises]. 

Come to my help, my lords I 

A Marquis 
[carelessly]. 

Go on ! Go on 1 

Cyrano. 

Fat man, take warning 1 If you go on, I 
Shall feel myself constrained to cuff your face 1 
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Till? Marquis. 

Have done ! 

Cyrano. 

And if these lords hold not their tongue 
Shall feel constrained to make them taste iny catie I 

All the Marquises 
\ rui 7 ig \ 

Enough I , . . Montfleury . , • 

Cyrano. 

If he goes not quick 
I will cut off his ears and .slit him up 1 

A Voice. 

But . . . 

Cyrano. 

Out he goes 1 

Another Voice. 

Yet . . . 


Cyrano. 

Is he not gone yet ? 

{ih makes the gestuie of turning up his cuffs ,] 
Good ! I shall mount the stage now, buffet-wise, 
To carve this fine Italian sausage—thus 1 

Montfleury 
[trying to be dignified ]. 

You outrage Thalia in insulting me ! 
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Cykano 
[very -politdy^ 

If that Muse, Sir, who knows you not at all, 
Could claim acquaintance with you,—oh, believe 
(Seeing how urn-like, fat, ^and slow you are) 

That she would make you taste her buskin^s sole ! 

Tub Pit. 

Montileury ! Montllcury 1 Gome—Jiaro’s play ! 

Cykano 

[to those who are calling ont\ 

I pray yon have a care I If you go on 
My scabbard soon will render up its blade 1 

[The circle round him widensJ\ 

The Crowd 
[drawing hack\ 

Take care 1 

Cyrano 

[to MONTFIiEURY]. 

Leave the stage 1 

The Crowd 

[coming near and grumhling\ 

Oh 1— 

Cyrano. 

Did some one speak 
[They draw hack again.1 
Q 
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A Voice 

[einging at the hac1c\. 

Monsieur de Cyrano 
Displays his tyrannies : 

A fig for tyrants 1 What, ho 1 
Come I Play us la Clorise 1 

All the Pit 
[^singing^. 

La Clorise ! la Clorise I . , . 

Cyrano. 

Let me but hear once more that foolish rhyme, 

I slaughter every man of you. 

A Burgher. 

Oh I Samson 1 

Cyrano. 

V^cs, Samson ! Will you lend your jawbone, Sir? 

A Lady 
[in the hoxes\. 

Outrageous ! 

A Lord. 

Scandalous! 

A Burgher, 

^Tis most annoying I 

A Page. 

Fair good sport 1 

The Pit. 

Kss !—Montfleury . . . Cyrano 1 

T 
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Cyrano. 

Silence! 

The Pit 
[wildly excited]. 

TIooooh 1 Quack ! Cock-a-doodle-doo 1 


I order 


Cyrano. 
A Page. 

Miow 1 


Ctrano, 

I order silence, all I 
And challenge the whole pit collectively !— 

I write your names!—Approach, young heroes, here! 
Each in his turn ! I cry the numbers out !— 

Now which of you will come to ope the lists 1 
You, Sir? No I You? No! The first duellist 
Shall bo despatched by me with honours due ! 

Let aU who long for death hold up their hands 1 

[A silence.] 

Modest? You fear to see my naked blade ? 

Not one nanie ?—Not one hand ?—Good, 1 proceed 1 

[Turning towards the stage, where Montfleitry 
waits in an agony.] 

The theatre’s too full, congested,—I 
Would clear it out. ... If not . . . 

[Pats his hand on his sword.] 

The knife must act 1 


T 


» • T 


Montflbury. 
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Cyrano 

[leaves his chair, and settles himself in the middle 
of the circle which has formed]. 

I will clap my hands thrice, thus—full moon t 
At the third clap, eclipse yourself I 

The Pit 
[amused]. 

Ah I 

Cyrano 

his hands]. 

One ! 

Montb'Leury, 

I . . . 

A Voice 
[i/i the boxes]. 

Stay! 

The Pit. 

He stays ... he goes ... he stays . - . 
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Gentlemen, . . 

Cyrano 
Two! 


1 think . . , 


Montfleury 

I think ’twere wisest . , • 


Cyrano. 


Three 1 

[Montfleury disappears as through a trap. 
Tempest of laughs, whistling cries, etc,] 
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Tnu WuoLE House. 

Coward . , . come back ! 

Cyrano 

[ delighted , sits back in his chair , arms crossed ]. 

Come back an if you dare 1 

A Burouer. 

Call for the orator 1 

[Belleiiose comes forward and hows .] 

The Boxes. 

Ah ! liere’s Bellerose I 

Bellerose 
[degan tly \. 

My noble lords . . . 

The Pit. 

Ko I no 1 Jodolct ! 

JoDELET 

[ advancing , sneaking through his nose ]. 

Calves ! 

The Pit. 

Ah ! bravo 1 good ! go on ! 


JODELET. 

No bravos, Sirs I 

The fat tragedian whom you all love 
Felt . . . 

The Pit. 

Coward 1 

JODELBT. 

. . was obliged to go. 
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The Pit. 

Come back ! 

Some. 

Not 

Others. 

Yes I 

A Young Man 
[to Ctrano], 

pray, Sir, for what reason, saj, 
Hate yon Moiitfleury? 

Cyrano 

[grticioiislyy still scaled]. 

Youthful gander, know 
1 have two reason's,— either will suffice. 

PHmo. An actor villainous ! who mouths, 

And heaves up like a bucket from a well 

The verses that should, bird-like, fly I JSecundo — 

That is my secret . . . 

The Old Bourgeois 
[behind him]. 

Shameful! You deprive us 
Of the Clorise 1 I must insist . . . 

Cyrano 

[turning his chair towards the Bourgeois, 
respectfully]. 

Old mule I 

The verses of old Baro are not worth 
A doit 1 1 ’m glad to interrupt . . . 
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The PttEci rusks 
\in the boxes]. 

Our Bare I— 

My dear I How dares he venture ! . . . 

Ctuano 

[tuTniing his chair towards the boxes, gallantly]. 

Fairest ones, 

Radiate, bloom, hold to our lips the cup 

Of dreams intoxicating, Hebc-like 1 

Or, when death strikes, charm death with your 

sweet smiles; 

Inspire our verse, but—criticise it not 1 

Belleuose. 

We must give back the entrance fees I 

Cyrano 

[tumwg his chair towards the stage.] 

Bellerose, 

You make the first intelligent remark ! 

Would I rend Thespis’ sacred mantle? Nay ! 

[Uc rises, and throws a bag on the stage.] 

Catch then the purse I tlmow, and hold your peace ! 

The House 
[dazzled]. 

Aiil Oh! 

JODKLET 

[catching the piirse dexterously and weighing it]. 
At this price, you 've authority 
To come each night, and stop Clorise, Sir! 
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Ho 1 ho ! . 


Thk Pit. 

Hoi . 

JODELET. 

E’en if yon chase us in a pack 1 . 


BELLEROaE. 

Clear out the hall! , , . 


JODELET. 

Get you all gone at once ! 

[2’Ae people hegm to go out, while Gtrano looks 
on with satisfaction. But the crowd soon 
stop on hearing the following scene, and 
remain where they are. The women, who, 
with their mantles on, are already standing 
up in the boxes, stop to listen, and finally 
reseat themselves.^ 

Le Bret 
[to Cyrano]. 

’Tis mad ! . , . 

A Bore 

[coming up to Cyrano]. 

The actor Monttleiiry ! ’Tis shameful 1 
Why, he’s protected by the Doke of Candal I 
Have you a patron 1 

Cyrano. 

Nol 

The Bore. 

No patron ? . . . 


Cyrano. 


None ! 
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The Botie. 

What I no great lord to shield you with his name 

Cyrano 

[irritated]. 

No, I have told you twice I Must I repeat ? 

No ! no protector . . . 

[Uia hand on his sword.] 

A protectress . . . here I 

The Bore. 

But yo!i must leave the town? 

Cyrano. 

Well, that depends 

The Bore. 

The Duke has a loner arm 1 

o 


Cyrano. 

But not so long 

As mine, when it is lengthened out . . . 

[iihows his sword.] 

As thus 


The Bore. 

You think not to contend ? 


Cyrano. 

'Tis my idea 1 


But 


The Bore. 


Cyrano. 

Show your heels, now I 
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The Bore. 

But I , , , 

Cyrano. 

Show your heels 1 

Or tell me why you stare so at my nose 1 

The Bore 
[stag^erc-d], 

X • « • 

Cyrano. 

[walkift-g straight up to /mw]. 

Well, what is there strange 1 

The Bore 
[ilrauring back']. 

Your Grace mistakes I 

Cyrano. 

How now ? Is’t soft and dangling, like a trunk ?... 

The Bore 
[same phy], 

i never . . . 

Cyrano. 

Is it crook’d, like an owl’s beak ? 
The Bore. 

I . . . 

Cyrano. 

Do you see a wart upon the tip 1 
The Bore. 

Nay . . . 

Cyrano. 

Or a fly, that takes the air there ? What 
Is there to stare at 1 
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The Bore. 

Oh , . . 

Cyrano. 


What do you see 1 


The Bore. 

But r was careful not to look— knew better. 

Cyrano. 

And why not look at it, an if you pleaee? 


I was 


The Bore. 

ft 

Cyrano. 

Oh ! it disgusts you ! 
The Bore. 

Cyrano. 


Unwholesome seems to you ? 

The Bore. 


Sir I 


Its hue 


Sir! 


Cyrano. 


The Bore. 

No, on the contrary ! . . . 


Or its shape ? 


Cyrano. 

Why then that air 

Disparaging 1—perchance you think it largo ? 
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The Bore 
[stammering]. 

No ; small, quite small—minute I 

Cyrano. 

Minute ! Wliat now 1 
Accuse me of ii thing ridiculous 1 
Small—iny nose ? 

The Bore. 

Heaven help me! 

Cyrano. 

'Tis enormous! 

Old Flathead, cmj)ty-headed meddler, know 
That I am proud, possessing such appendice. 

’Tis well hnown, a big nose is indicative 
Of a soul affable, and kind, and courteous, 

Liberal, brave, just like myself, and such 
As you can never dare to dream yourself, 

Rascal contemptible I For that witless face 
That my hand soon will come to cuff,—is all 
As empty . , . 

[He cuffs him.] 

The Bore. 

Aie! 

Cyrano. 

—of pride, of aspiration, 
Of feeling, poetry,—of godlike spark 
Of all that appertains to my big nose, 

[He turns him by the shoulders^ suiting the 
action to the word.] 

As . .. what my boot will shortly come and kick 1 
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The Bore 
[running away\ 

Help ! Call the Guard 1 

(^YRANO. 

Take notice, boobies all, 
Who find my visage^s centre ornament 
A thing to jest at,—that it is my wont-- 
^ n if the jester’s noble—ere we part 
To let him taste my steel, and not my boot 1 

Dr Guiciie 

[whOf with the Marquises, has come down front 

the stage^. 

But he becomes a nuisance ! 

The Viscount dk Varvert 
[shrugging his shoulders\ 

•Swaggerer 1 

De Guiciie. 

Will no one put him down ? . . . 

Thk Viscount. 

No one? But wait 1 

1 ’ll treat him to ... one of ray quips!... See here 1.., 
[T[e goes up to Cyrano, who is watching him, 
and with a conceited ai)\] 

Sir, your nose is , . . hm . , . it is ., . very big 1 

Cyrano 
[gravely]. 


Hal 


Very 1 


The Viscount 
[laughing]. 
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Cyrano 

[imjyerturbably]. 

Is that ain . . . 

The Viscount 

What do you mean ? 


Cyrano. 

Ah no ! young blade ! That was a trifle short! 

You might have said at least a hundred things 
By varying the tone, . . . like this, suppose, . . . 
Aggressive : ‘ Sir, if I had such a nose 
I’d amputate it! ’ Friendly : ‘ When you sup 
It must annoy you, dipping in your cup ; 

You need a drinhing-bowl of special sha^^ !’ 
Descriptive: ‘ ’Tis a rock ! . . . a pejik ! . . . a cape I 
—A cape, forsooth ! 'Tis a peninsular !’ 

Curious : ‘ How serves that oblong capsular ? 

For scissor-shcath ? or pot to h»tld your ink V 
Gracious : ‘You love the little birds, I think ? 

I see you Ve managed with a fond research 
To find their tiny claws a roomy perch ! * 

Truculent: ‘When you smoke youi pipe . . . suppose 
That the tobacco-smoke spouts from your nose,— 

Do not the neighbours, as the fumes rise higher. 

Cry te.ror-struck : “The cliimney is afire” V 
Considerate : ‘ Take care,... your head bowed low 
By such a weight . . . lest head o’er heels you go 1 * 
fender : * Fray get a small umbrella made, 
best its bright colour in tlie sun should fade C 
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Pedantic : ‘ That beast Aristophanes 

Names Hippocamelelephantoles 

Must have possessed just such a solid lump 

Of flesh and bone, beneath his forehead^s bump ! ’ 

Cavalier : ‘ The last fashion, friend, that hook 1 

To hang your hat on ? *Tis a useful crook ! * 

Emphatic : ‘No wind, 0 majestic nose. 

Can give ihce cold 1—save when the mistral blows !' 
Dramatic : ‘ When it bleeds, what a Ked Sea 1 ’ 
Admiring : ‘ Sign for a perfumery ! ’ 

Lyric ; * Is this a couch V ... a Triton you ?* 
Simple : ‘ When is the monument on view 1 * 
Rustic : ‘ That thing a nose ? Marry-come-up ! 
*Tis a dwarf pumpkin, or a prize turnup P 
Military : ‘ Point against cavalry ! ’ 

Pmctical : ‘ Put it in a lottery 1 
Assuredly Twould be the biggest prize 1 * 

Or . , . pjirodying Pyramus’ sighs . . . 

‘Behold the nose that mars the harmony 
Of its master’s phiz I blushing its treachery 1 * 

—Such, my dear sir, is what you might have saiii. 
Had you of wit or letters the least jot; 

But, O most lamentable man !—of wit 
You never had an atom, and of letters 
You have three letters only !—they spell Ass ’ 
And,—had you had the necessary wit, 

To serve me all the pleasantri(is I quote 
Before this noble audience, . . . e’en so, 

You would not have been let to utter one,— 

Nay, not the half or quarter of such jest! 

I take them from myself all in good part. 

But not from any other man that breathes I 
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Db Guichb 

[trying to draw away the dismayed ViscoontJ 
Come away, Viscount! 

The Viscount 
[choking with rage\ 

Hear his arrogance I 

A country lout who ... who ... has got no gloves ! 
Who goes out without sleeve-knots, ribbons, lace I 

Cyrano. 

True ; all my elegances are within. 

I do not prank myself out, puppy-like ; 

My toilet is more thorough, if less gay ; 

I would not sally forth,—a half-washed out 
Affront upon niy check,—a conscience 
Yellow-eyed, bilious, from its sodden sleep, 

A ruffled honour, . . . scruples grimed and dull 1 
I show no bravery of shining gems. 

Truth, Independence, are my fluttering plumes. 

Tis not my form I lace to make me slim, 

But brace my soul with eflbrts as with stays, 
(Covered with exploits, nob with ribbon knots, 

My spirit bristling high like your moustaches, 

I, traversing the crowds and chattering groups 
Make Truth ring bravely out like clash of spurs i 


The Viscount. 

But, Sir . . 

Cyrano. 

I wear no gloves ? and what of that ? 
I had one, . , . remnant of an old worn pair, 

And, knowing not what else to do with it, 

1 threw it in the face of . . . some young fool. 
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The Viscount. 

Base scoundrel! Rascally flat-footed lout! 

Cyrano 

[taking off his hat, and bowing as if the Viscount 
had introduced himself 

Ah ? . . . and I, Cyrano Savinien 
Hercule de Bergerac. 

[Laughter 


The Viscount 
[angrihjl 
Buffoon 1 


Cyrano 

[calling out as if he had been seized with the cramp] 

Aie ! aie 1 

The Viscount 

[who was going away, turns back]. 

What on earth is the fellow spying now ? 

Cyrano 

[with grimaces of pain]. 

It must he moved,—it's getting stiff, I vow, 

—This comes of leaving it in idleness 1 
Aie 1 . . . 

The Viscount. 

What ails you 1 


Good 1 


Cyrano. 

The cramp ! cramp in my sword ! 

The Viscount 
[drawing his sword\ 

Cyrano. 

You shall feel a charming little stroke ! 
D 
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The Viscount 


Poet I . . • 


[contemptuously^. 


Cyrano. 

Ay, xioet, Sir 1 In proof of which. 
While we fence, presto ! all extempore 
I will compose a ballade. 


The Viscount. 

A ballade ? 


Cyrano. 

Belike you know not what a ballade is. 


The ViscouNT. 

But . . . 

Cyrano 

[reciting as if repeaiing a lesson]. 

Know then that the ballade should contain 
Three eight-versed couplets . , . 

The Viscount 
[stamping], 

Ohl 


Cyrano. 
[still reciting]. 

Of four lines . . . 

The Viscount. 
You . . . 


And an envoi 


Cyrano. 

I ’ll make one while we fight, 
And touch you at the final line. 
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S« 


The Viscount. 

No! 


Oykano. 

No? 

[dedaiming\ 

The duel in Hotel of Burgundy^—fought 
By I)e Bergerac and a good-for-nought / 


The Viscount. 


What may that be, an if you please ? 


Cyrano. 


The title. 


The House. 

[i7i great excitement]. 

(Uve room! — (^ood sport 1—Make place.—Fair 
play !—No noise! 

[^Tableau. A circle of curious spectators in the 
pit ; the Marquises and Officers mingled 
with the common people ; the Pages climJ)- 
ing on each other*s shoulders to see better. 
All the womsn standing up in the boxes. 
To the right, Dr Cuiche and his retinue. 
Left, Le Bret, Ragueneau, Cyrano, 
etc.] 


Cyrano. 


[shutting his eyes for a second]. 

Wait while I choose my rhymes. ... I have them 
now ! 

[He suits the action to each word.] 

I gaily doff my heaver low. 

And, freeing hand and heel, 
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My heavy mantle off I throWj 
A nd I draw my polished steel; 

Gracfffd as PhoebnSy round I wheels 
Alert as Scaramouch^ 

A word in your ear, Sir Spark, I steal ,— 

At the envoV« end, I touch! 

{They engage."] 

Better for you had you lain low; 

Where skewer my cock ? In the heel ?— 

In the heart, ynur ribbon hive below ?— 

In the hip, and make you kned ? 

Ho for the music of clashing steel f 
— What now?—A hit? Not much! 

* Twill he m the paunch the stroke I steal, 

When, at the envoi, I touch. 

Oh for a rh yme, a rhyme in o ?— 

YotL v/riggle, starch-white, my eel ? 

A rhyme ! a rhyme ! the white feather you show / 
Tac ! I parry the point of your steel; 

—The point you hoped to make me fed; 

1 open the line, now clutch 

Your spit, Sir Scullion,—show your zeal! 

At the envoi^a end, I touch ! 

[He declaims solemnly.] 

Envoi. 

Prince, pray Heaven for your souVs weal! 

I move a pace— lo, such ! and such ! 

Cut over, — feint! 


[Thrusting.] 
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What ho ! You reel f 

[The Viscount staggers. Cyrano salutes.'] 

At the envoi’« end, I touch! 

[Acclamations. Ajpplause in the boxes. Flowers 
and handkerchiefs are thrown down. The 
Officers surround Gyiiano, congratulating 
him. Raoubnkau dances for joy. Le Bret 
is ha‘pi)yy but anxious. The Viscount’s 
friends hold him up and bear him away.] 


Tub Crowd 
[with one long .^/i-OKi]. 

Ah I 

A Troopew, 

*Tis superb ! 


A Woman. 

A pretty stroke 1 


Raqueneau. 


A marvel ! 


A Marquis. 

A novelty 1 

Le Bret. 

O madman 1 

[The crowd irresses round Cvrano. Chorus of] 

Complimonts ! 

Let me congratulate 1 . . . Quite unsiir- 


A Woman’s Voice. 
There is a hero for you I 


• • f 
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A Musketbbr 

[advanchig to Ctrako vnth outstretched hand]. 

Sir, permit; 

Nought could be liner ;—I *m a judge, I think ; 
I stamped, i’ faith I— to show my admiration I 

[f/e goes away.^ 

Cyrano 
[to Cuiqy]. 

Who is that gentleman ? 

CUIGT. 

Wliy—D’Artaguan ! 
Lb Bret 

[to Otrano, taking his arm]. 

A word with you 1 . . . 

Cyrano. 

Wait, let the rabble go I , 
[To Bbllebosb.] 

May I stay ? 

Bellerosb 

[respectfully]. 

Without doubt ? 

[Cries art heard outside], 

JODELBT 

[who has looked out]. 

They hoot Montfleury 
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Bellerose 

[solemnly]. 

Sic transit / . . . 

[To the Porters.] 

Sweep—close all, but leave the lights. 
We sup, but later on we must return, 

For a rehearsal of to-morrow’s farce. 

[JoDELET and Bellerose go onty bowing 
low to Cyrano.] 

The Porter 
[to Cyrano], 

You do not dine, Sir? 

Cyrano. 

No. 

[The Pouter goes out.] 

Le Bret. 

Because ? 

Cyrano 

[proudly]. 

Becyiiise . . . 

[Changing his tone as the Porter goes away.] 

1 have no money 1 . . . 

Le Bret 

[with the action of throwing a bag]. 

How 1 The bag of crowns ? . . . 

Cyrano. 

Paternal bounty, in a day, thou’rt sped I 

Le Bret, 

How live the next month ? - 



56 


CYRANO DE BERGERAC 


Cyrano. 

I have nothing left. 

Lb Bret. 

Folly! 

Cyrano, 

But what a graceful action \ Think ! 

Tub Bdffkt-Girl 
[coughing, behind her counterl. 

Hum 1 

[Cyrano arid Le Bret turn. She comes 
timidly forward^] 

Sir, my heart mislikes to know you fast. 
[Showing the buffet."] 

See, all you need. Serve yourself! 

Cyrano 

[taking off his hat]. 

Gentle child, 

Although iny Gascon pride would else forbid 
To take the least bestowal from your hands, 

My fear of wounding you outweighs that pride, 
And bids accept . . . 

[lie goes to the buffet.] 

A trifle 1 . . . These few grapes. 
[She offers him the whole bunch. He takes a few.] 
Nay, but this bunch ! , . . 

[She tries to give him vnne, hut he stops her.] 

A gloss of water fair 1... 

And half a macaroon t 

[He gives hack the other half.] 

Lb Bret. 

What foolery! 
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The Buffet-Girl. 

Take something else ! 

CrRANO. 

I take joiir hand to kiss. 
[He kissea her hand as though she were a jyriucess.'] 

The Buffet-Girl. 

Thank you, kind Sir! 

curtsies.'] 

Good-night. 

[5/ie goes out.] 

SCENE V 

Cyrano, Le Bret. 

Cyrano 
[to Le Bret]. 

Now talk—I listen. 

[He stands at the huffet, and placing before him 
first the maca/roonj] 

Dinner I . . , 

[then the grapes^] 

Dessert! . . . 

[the7L the glass of water^ 

Wine ! . . . 

\Jie seats himself.] 

So ! And now to table ! 
Ah ! I was hungry, friend, nay, ravenous I 

[Eating.] 

You said-? 
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Le Bret. 

These fops, would-be belligerent, 
Will, if you heed them only, turn your head !. . . 
Ask people of good sense if you would know 
The effect of your hne insolence- 


CrRANO 

[finishing his m(icaroon\ 
Le Bret. 

The Cardinal . . . 


Enormous I 


Ctrano 

\radiant\ 

The Cardinal — was there? 


Le Bret. 

Must have thought it . . . 

Ctrano. 

Original, i' faith I 


But . . . 


Le Bret 


Cyrano. 

lie ’a an author. 'Twill net fail to please liiin 
That 1 should mar a brother-author’s play. 


Le Bret. 

You make too many enemies by far 1 


Cyrano 

[eating his grapes']. 

How many tiiink you I have made to-night? 
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Le Bret. 

Forty, no less, not counting ladies. 

Cyrano. 

Count 1 

Lm Bret. 

Montfleury first, the bourgeois, then I)e Guiche, 
The Viscount, Baro, the Academy . , , 

Cyrano. 

Enough 1 I am overjoyed I 

Lb Bret. 

But these strange ways- 

Where will they lead you, at the end ? Kxplaiji 
Your system—come 1 

Cyrano. 

I in a labyrinth 

Was lost—too many different paths to choose ; 

I took . . . 

Le Bret. 

Which ? 


Cyrano. 

Oh I by far the simplest path . . . 
Decided to be admirable in all 1 

Le Bret 

[shrugging his shoulders^. 

So be it 1 But the motive of your liate 
To Montfleury—come, tell me ! 
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Ctrano. 

[rwtn<;]. 

This Silenus, 

Big-bellied, coarse, still deems himself a peril— 

A danger to the love of lovely ladies, 

And, while he sputters out his actor’s part, 

Makes sheep’s eyes at their boxes—goggling frog 1 
I hate him since the evening he presumed 
To raise liis eyes to hers . . . Meseeracd I saw 
A slug crawl slavering o’er a flower’s petals I 

Le Bret 
[stupefied]. 

How now i What ? Can it be . . . t 


CVRANO 

[laughing bitterly]. 

That I should love ? , ,. 
[Changing his tonef — gravely.] 

I love. 

Le Bret, 

And may I know? . . . You never said , . . 
Cyrano. 

Come now, bethink you ! . . , The fond hope to be 
Beloviid, e’en by some poor graceless lady, 

Is, by this nose of mine for aye bereft me ; 

—This lengthy nose which, go where’er 1 will, 
Pokes yet a quaiter-mile ahead of me ; 

But I may love,—an I whom ? ’Tis Fate’s decree 
I love the fairest—how were’t otherwise ? 


The fairest ? 


» » » 


Le Bret. 
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Cyrano, 

Ay, the fairest of the world, 

Most brilliant—most refined—most jrolden-haired 1 

Le Bret, 

Who is this ladyl 

Cyrano. 

She *8 a danger mortal, 

All unsuspicious,—full of charms unconscious, 

Like a sweet perfumed rose,—a snare of nature, 
Within whoso petals Cupid lurks in ainbiish ! 

Ho who has seen her smile has known perfection, 
— Instilling into trifles giace’s essence, 

Divinity in every careless gesture ; 

Not Venus’ self can mount her conch blown sea¬ 
ward, 

AS she can step into her chaise, d, porteMrs, 

Nor Dian fleet across the woods spring-flowered, 
Light as my Lady o’er the stones of Paris 1 , . . 

Le Bret. 

Sapristi! all is clear ! 

Cyrano. 

As spider-webs I 

Le Bret. 

Yonr cousin, Madeleine Robin? 

Cyrano. 

RoxaneI 


Lk Bret. 

Well, but so much the better ! Tell her so 1 
She saw your triumph here this very night I 
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Cyrano. 

Look well at me,—then tell me, with what hope 
This vile protuberance can inspire my heart! 

I do not lull me with illusions,—yet 
At times I’m weak : in evening hours dim 
I enter some fair pleasannce, perfumed sweet; 
With my poor ugly devil of a nose 
I scent springes essence,—in the silver rays 
I see some knight,—a lady on his arm. 

And think, ‘To saunter thus ’neath the moonshine, 
I were fain to have my lady, too, beside ! ’ 
Thought soars to ecstasy, . . . O sudden fall 1 
—The shadow of my prolile on the wall ! 


Le Bret 
[tenderly]. 

My friend 1 . . . 

Cyrano. 

My friend, at times ’tis hard, ’tis bitter, 
To feel my loneliness,—my own ill-favour . . , 


Le fiKET 
[taking his hand]. 

You weep? 

Cyrano. 


No, never 1 Tliink, how vilely suited 
Adown this nose a tear its passage tracing ! 

I never will, while of myself I’m master. 

Let the divinity of tears—their beauty 
Be wedded to such common ugly grossness ! 
Nothing more solemn than a tear,—sublirner ; 

And I would not by weeping turn to laughter 
The grave emotion that a tear engenders 1 
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Le Bret. 

Never be sad ! What’s love 1—a chance of Fortune 1 


Cyrano 

\filuiking his hciid']. 

Look I a Caesar to woo Cleopatra? 
A Tito to aspire to Berenice 1 


Le Bret. 

Your couraj^c and 3 our wit!—The little maid 
Who offered you refreshment even now, 

Her eyes did not abhor you—you saw well 1 

Cyrano 

[impressed]. 

True! 

Le Bret. 

Well, how then ? . , . I saw Boxane herself 
Was death-pale as she watched the duel. 


Cyrano. 


Lb Brbt. 

Her heart, her fancy, are already caught 1 
Put it to th’ touch 1 


Pale? 


Cyrano. 

That she may mock my face? 
That is the one thing on this earth I fear I 

The Porter 

[mtroducing some one to Cyrano] 
Sir, some one asks for you 


• « ft 
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Cyrano 

\jieeing the Duknna], 

God ! her duenna. I 

SCENE VI 

Cyrano, Le Bret, the Duenna. 

Tns Duenna 
[ivith a low how'\. 

I was bid you where a certain lady 
Gould see her valiant cousin,—but in secret. 

Cyrano 

[pv&rwh€lmeiV\, 

See me ? 

The Duenna 
\cMTtsyi)ig\ 

Ay, Sir ! She has somewhat to telL 
Cyrano. 

Somewhat ? . . 

The Duenna 
[still cuTtsyin(j], 

Ay, private mattors ! 

Cyrano 

[staggering\ 

Ah ! my Go<l ! 

The Duenna. 

To-morrow, at the early blush of dawn 
We go to hear mass at St. Boch. 
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CriiANo 

[leaning against Lej Buet]. 

My God ! 

Tjie Duenna. 

After,—what place for a few ujinutes’ spcecli ? 

Cyrano 

[confused]. 

Where? Ah I . . . but . . . Ah my God 1 . . . 

The Duenna. 

8:.y 1 

Cyrano. 

I ri'flect t . . . 

The Duenna. 

V\ here ? 

Cyrano. 

At- the pastry-honse of Kagiieneau. 

The Duenna. 

Where lodges he ? 

Cyrano. 

The Hue - God !—St. Hon ore 

The Duenna 
[going]. 

Good. Be you there. At seven. 

Cyrano. 

Without fail. 

[The Duenna goes oid.] 

E 
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SCENE VII 

Cyrano, Le Bret. I'hen Actors, Actresses, 
CuiuY, Brisaille, LiONifeRE, the Porter, the 
Violinists. 


Cyrano 

[falling into Le Bretts ar^ns], 

A rendezvous . , . from her 1 . . , 

Le Bret. 

You ’re siid no more 1 

Cyrano. 

Alj ! let the world go burn I She knows T live I 

Le Bret. 

Now you’ll bo calm, I hope 1 

Cyrano 

[beside h t m self for joy]. 

Calm 1 I now calm ? 
I ’ll be frenetic, frantic,— raving rnacl! 

Oh for an army to attack 1—a host • 

I ’ve ten hearts in my breast; a score of arms ; 

No dwarfs to cleave in twain i . . . 

[ midhj.] 

No ! Giants now 1 

[^’or a few rnorncnts the shadows of the Actors 
have been moving on the stage^ whispers are 
heard —the rehearsal is beginning* The 
Violinists are in their places."] 

A Voice from the Stage. 

Hollo there I Silence 1 We rehears^ I 
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Ci^RANO 



[laughiiigl. 


We fjo I 

moves away. By tJie big door enter Cuiar, 
Bkissaille, and some Officers, holding up 
LiaNi^]RE, who is drunh.^ 


Cyrano 1 


OuiGY. 

Cyrano. 
Well, what now? 


CuiOT. 

They ’re bringing you 1 


A lusty thrush 


Cyrano 

[recognising Aim]. 

Lignifere I . . . \\ hat has chanced ? 
CuiQY, 

Ele seeks you I 

Brissaille. 

Ho dare not go houio ! 

Cyrano. 

Why not ? 

LlQNlfeRE 

[in a knhkij voice, showing him a crumpled ldter\ 

This letter warns me . . . that a hundred men . . , 
Itev'cnge that threatens me,... that song,you know— 
At the Polio de Ncsle. To get to my own house 
I must pass there. ... I dare not I... Give me leave 
To sleep to-night beneath j'our roof I Allow . , , 
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I 

Cyrano. 

A himdred men ? You'll sleep in your own bed 1 

LlUNliiRE 
[/ righteruif ]. 

But- 

Cyrano 

[in a temhle voice-y showing him the lighted lanUrn 
held hy the Porter, who is listening cuviou 6 l ' y \ 

Take the lantern. 

[LlONifeUE seizes ii .'\ 

Let us start 1 I swe.«r 
That I make your bed t-o-night myself 1 
[To the Officers.] 

Follow, some stay behind, as witnesses 1 

ClJlGY. 

A hundred ! . . . 

f'YRANO. 

Les^, to-night—would be too few 1 
[The Actors ami Aothessks, in their costumeSy have 
come down from the stage , and are listening .] 

Le Bret. 

But why embroil yourself 1 

Cyrano. 

Le Bret wlio scolds 1 

Le Bret. 

That worthless drunkard 1— ^ 
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Cyrano 

[slapping LioNifeRE on the shoulder]. 

Wherefore ? For this cause ; — 
This wine-barrel, this cask of Burgundy, 

Did, on a day, an action full of grace ; 

As he was leaving church, lie saw his lo^ e 
Take holy water ;—he, who is affeared 
At water’s taste, ran qnicUly to the stoiip, 

And drank it all, to the last drop I . . . 


An Acttiu-'ss. 

That Avas a graceful thing ! 


lii(K*ed, 


Cyrano. 

Av, was it not ? 

TiIK AcTKKSb 
[fo the others]. 

But why a hundred men 'gainst one poor rhymer I 

C YUANfO. 

March I 

[To the Oi*'FiOERS.] 

Gentlemen, when aou slnall see me charge, 
Boar me no succour, none, what o’er the odds I 


Another Actress 
[jumping down from the stage]. 

Oh 1 I shall conic and see 1 

Cyrano. 

Come, then I 

Another 

[jumping down—to an old Actor]. 

And you . . . 
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Cyrano. 

Come all—the Doctor, Isabel, Ijcunder, 

Come, for you shall add, in a motley swarm 
'rhe farce Italian to this Spanish drama ! 

All the Women 
[lUtTicing for joy']. 

iJravo !—a mantle, quick !—my hood I 

JODKLET. 

Come on ! 

Cyrano. 

Play us a march, gentlemen of’ the hand 1 

[The Violinists join the 'procession, which is 
forming. They take the footlights, and divide 
them for torches.] 

Brave officers 1 next, women in costume, 

And, twenty paces on — 

[Ue lakes his place.] 

I, all alone, 

Beneath the plnme that Glory lends, herself. 

To deck my heaver, — proud as Scipio I . . . 

— You hear me?—I forbid you succour me I— 

One, two, three ! Porter, open wide the doors 1 

[The Pouter opens the doors; a view oj old 
Paris in the moonlight is seen.] 

ALh ! . . . Paris wrapped in night! halt* nebulous ; 
The moonlight streams o’er the blue-shadowed roofs ; 
A lovely frame for this wild battle-scene ; 

Beneath the vapour’s floating scarves, the Seine 
Trembles, ra} sterious, like a magic mirror, 

And, shortly, you shall see what you shall see I 
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All. 

To the Porte de Nesle I 

Cyrano 

[standivg on the threshold], 

Av, to the Port dc Nesle 1 
[Tni-ning to the Actress.] 

Did you not ask, young lady, for what cause 
Against tliis rhymer fivescore men were sent ? 

[He draws his sword; thnn^ €al7)dy] 

’Twas that they knew him for a friend of mine ! 

[He goes out. LiONikRE staggers first after him, 
then the Actresses on the Officers’ arms 
— (he Actors. The procession starts to the 
sound of the violins a7id in the faint hght 
of the candles.] 


CuRTAijr. 



ACT 11 

TnB Poet’s Eating-House. 

Ragueneau’s rooJc and pastry shop, A large kitchen 
at the corner of the live lionore and the Hue de 
VArhre Sec—which are seen in the background 
through the glass door, in the grey dawn. 

On the left, in the foreground, a cotinter, surmounteA 
by a stand in forged iron, on which are hung 
geese, ducks, and white peacocks. In great china 
vases are tall bouquets of simple flowers, princi¬ 
pally yelloio sunflowers. 

On the same, side, fuHher hack, an immense open fire¬ 
place, in front of which, between monster fire-dogs, 
on each of uhich hangs a little saucepan, the roasts 
are drifting into the pans. 

On the right, forvgroinid with door. 

Fnither back, staircase leading to a little room under 
the roof, the entrance of which is visible through 
the open shutter. In this room a table is laid. 
A small Flemish lustre is alight. It is a place 
for eating ayid drinking. A wooden gallery 
continuing the staircase apparently leads to other 
similar little rooms. 

In the middle of the shop an iron hoop is suspended 
from the ceiling by a siring with which it can he 
drawn up and down, and big game is hung 
around it. 
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The ovens in the darkness under the stairs givefo^'th a 
red glow. The copper pans shine. The spits are 
turning. Heaps of food formed into pyramids. 
Hams suspended. It is the busy hour of the 
morning. Bustle and hurry of scull ions j fad 
cook^y and diminutive apprenticcSy their caps 
profusely decorated with cock's feathers and wings 
of guinea-fowl. 

On metal and wicker plates they are bringing in piles 
of cakes and tarts. 

Tables laden with rolls and dishes of ford. Other 
tables surrounded with chairs are ready for the 
consumers. 

A small talle in a comer covered with papers, at 
udiich EaquKNKAU is seated writing on the 
rising of the curtain. 

SCENE I 

Raouknkau, Pastry-cooks, then Lise. Raoue- 
NEAU is writing, with an inspired air, at a small 
table, and counting on his fingers. 

First Pastry-cook 
[Irringing in an elaborate fancy dish]. 

Frnits in nougat 1 

Second Pastry-cook 
[bringing another dish]. 

Custard 1 

Third Pastry-cook 
[bringioig a roast, decorated with feathers]. 

Peacock ! 
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Fourth Pastry-cook 
[hHngimj a baUh of cakes on a slab]. 
Rissoles! 

Fifth Pastry-cook 
[bringmtj a sort of pie-dish]. 
Beef jelly 1 


Ragueneau 

[ceasing to writCy and raising his liend] 

Aurora’s silver rays begin to glint e’en now on the 
copper pans, anrl thou, O Ragueneau I must per¬ 
force stifle in thy breast the God of Song I Anon 
shall come the hour of the lute !—now ’tis the hour 
of the oven I [He rises. To a Cook.] You, make 
that sauce longer, ’tis too short I 

The Cook. 

How much too short ? 

Ragueneau. 

Three feet. 

[lie passes on further.] 

The Cook, 

What means he ? 

First Pastry-cook 
[showing a dish to Ragueneau] 

The tart 1 


Sboond Pastry-cook. 

The pie 1 
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IvAGUKNEAO 
[before the fir 

My Muse, retire, lest thy bright eyes be reddened 
by the faggot’s bhizc ! [To a Cook, shoiving him some 
loaves,'\ You have put the cleft o’ th’ loaves in the 
■wrong place ; know you not that the arsura should 
be between the hemistiches? [To another, showing 
him an unfinished •paaiy.'] To this palace of paste 3 'oii 
must add the roof. . . . [To,a ?/ownj 7 ArruENTirK, 
who, seated on the ground, is spitting the foirhfi] 
And you, as you put on your lengthy spit tiie 
modest fowl and the superb turkey, my son,— 
alternate them, as the old Malherbe loved well to 
alternate his long lines of verse with the short ones ; 
thus shall your roasts, in strophes, turn before the 
flame ! 

Akotiikii Apprentick 

[rt/so coming tip with a tray covered by a napkm]. 

Master, I bethought me erewhilc of your tastes 
and made this, which will please you, I hope. 

[Ife uncovers the tmy, and shows a large lyre 
made of pastry.'] 

Kaoueneau 

[enchanted]. 

A lyre 1 

The Apphevtick 

’Tis of brioche pastry. 

Raqueneaxt 

[touched]. 

With conserved fruits. 
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The Apprentice. 

The strings, see, arc of sugar. 

Ragueneau 
[giving him a coiri]. 

Oo, drink my health ! [Seeing Lise enter.] Hush! 
my wife. Bustle, pass on, and hide that money ! 
[To Lise, showing her the lyre, with a conscious look.] 
Is it not beautiful 1 

Lise. 

’Tis passing siliy 1 

[<lS/ic puts a pile of papers on the counter 

Ragueneau. 

Bags ? Good I thank you. [He looks at them.] 
Heavens ! my clierished leaves ! The poems of my 
friends ! Torn, dismembered to make bags for hold¬ 
ing biscuits and cakes! . . . Ah, ’tis the old tale 
again . . . Orpheus and the Bacchantes ! 

List4 

[driJff]. 

And am I not free to turn at last to some use the 
sole thing that your wretched scribblers of halting 
lines leave behind them by way of payment? 

Ragueneau. 

Grovelling ant I . . . Insult not the divine grass¬ 
hoppers, the sweet singers 1 

Lise. 

Before you were the sworn comrade of all that 
crew, my friend, you did not call your wife ant and 
Bacchante ! 



CVRANO DE BERGERAC 


77 


Rauukneau. 

To turn fair verse to such a use I 

Lise. 

Tailh,’tis all it's good for. 

Raoueneau, 

Pi'ay then, madam, to what use would you de* 
grade prose ? 


SCENE II 

Tlu. Same. Two Children, who have just trotted 

into the shop. 

Raoueneau. 

What would you, little ones ? 

First CurLD. 

'J’lirce pies. 

Raoueneau 
[serving thc'Oi]. 

See, hot and well browned. 

Second (Iiiild. 

If it plejuse you, Sir, will you wrap them up for 
us? 

Raoueneau 
[aside, distressed^ 

Alasl one of my bags ! [To the Children.] What? 
Riiist I wrap them up i 
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[//e tahcs a hag^ and just as he is about to 
j>ut 171 the pieSf he reads] 

* Ul^jsses lh]iSy on leaving fair Penelope , . J 

Not that one ! . . . 

[He puts it asitUy and takes another^ and as he 
is aho7it to put in the pies^ he reads] 

* The gold-locked Phn bus . , J 
Nay, nor that one 1 . . . [ib'ame j;Za/y.] 

LL3£ 

[impatie7itly]» 

What are you dallying for ? 

Raouenkad. 

Here! here I here! [Tie chooses a thirds re¬ 
signedly.] The sonnet to I'hillis 1 . . . but ’tis hard 
to part with it! 

Lisk. 

By good luck 1 he has made up his mind at last I 
[Sh7'ugging her shoulders.] Nicodeiuus 1 

[iS/te 7}iounts on a chabTy and begins to range 
plates on a dre.’ser.] 

Rvoueneau 

[taking advantage of the moment she tui’ns her bark^ 
calls hack the Cuilduen, who are already at the 
door]. 

Hist! chiklreii 1 . . . Render me back the sonnet 
to Phillis, and you shall have six pies instead of 
three. 

[The Child HEN give him back the bag, seize th^ 
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quicklyf and go out. Raguenkau, 
smoothing out the paper, begins to declaim.] 

‘ Phillis I , . Oil that sweet name a smear of 
butter 1 ‘ Phillis ! . . .* 

[Cykanu enters hurriedly.] 


SCENE III 

Ragueneau, Lise, Ctrano, then the Mo>KKTEEr 

Oyeano. 

What’s o’cloc k ? 

Raoueneau 
[boiving low], 

Six o’clock. 

Cyrano 
[with emotion]. 

Id one hour’s tune ! 

[He paces up and down the s/iop.) 

Ragukneau 
[following hini]. 

Bravo 1 I saw . . , 

Cyrano. 

Well, what saw you, then ? 

Rag dene A u. 

Your combat I , , , 


Which? 


Cyrano. 
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TlAaUKNRAQ. 

That in the Burgundy Hotel, ’faith 1 

Cyrano 

[contemj)tiioudy\. 

Ah ! . . . the duel! 

Kaouenrau 

[admiriTKjUj]. 

Ay ! the duel in verse ! . . . 

Lise. 

lie can talk of nought else I 

Cyrano. 

Well 1 Good ! let be I 

IvAOUENEAU 

[making jxtsscs with a spit (hat he catches a;)) 

‘ At the envoi’s end, I touoh ! ... At the envoi s 
end, I touch , ’Tis hnc, tine ! 

[With increasing enthusiasm.'] 

At the envoi’s end-’ 

(-YRANO. 

What hour is it intw, Ragueneau 

Raoueneau. 

[stopping short in the act of thrusting to look 

at the clock]. 

Five iiiiniitcs after six !...*! touch !* 

[He straightens himself.] 

Oh ! to write a l)allade I 
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Lise 

[to Cyrano, who a.« he passes hfj the counter 
has absently shahn hands with /ier]. 

What *8 wrong with your liand ? 

Cyrano. 

Nought; a blight cut. 
Pagueneau. 

Have you been in some danger ? 

Cyrano, 

None in the woild. 

Lirk 

[shaldiKj her jtngn' at hiTTi]. 

Melhinks you speak not the truth in. saying that! 

Cyrano. 

Did you see luy nose quiver when I spoke ? 'Faith, 
it must have been a monstrous lie that should move 

it 1 . 

[Changing his tone.^ 

I wait some one here. Leave us alone, and disturb 
us for nought an it were not fur crack of doom ! 

Haguknrau. 

Hut 'tis impossible ; my poets are corning 

Lise 

[ironicaUy\ 

Oh ay, for their first meal o’ the day ! 


• ■ 8 
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Cyrano. 

PrytlICO, take them aside when I shall make you 
sign to do so. . , . What’s o’clock? 

Raqubneau 
Ton minutes after six. 

Cyrano 

\nervously seatitig himself at Ragueneau’s table, 
and drawing some paper towards /lim.] 

A pen ! . . . 

Ragueneau 

[giving him the one from behind his car"]. 
llore—a swan’s quill. 

A Musketeer 

[with fierce monstache^ enters, and in a 
stentorian voic^ 

Good-day ! 

[I jIse goes up to him quicklyJ] 

Cyrano 

f turning rounil]. 

Who’s that ? 

R/VQUENEAO. 

Tis a friend of my wife—a terrible warrior—at 
least so says he himself 

Cyrano 

[taking up the pen, and motioning 
Ragueneau away]. 

Hush !- [To himself.] I will write, fold it, give 

it her, and fly ! —[Throios down the pm.] Coward I 
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, . * But strike me dead if I dare to spoak to her, 

. . . ay, even one single word ! [To Raouenkau.] 
Wliat time is it 1 

Raqueneau. 

A quarter after six I • , • 

Gtrano 

[striking his brcast‘\. 

Ay—a single word of all those here ! here ! But 
writing, ’tis easier done . . . [He takes up the pen.^ 
Go to, I will write it, that love-letter ! Oh ! I have 
writ it and rewrit it in my own mind so oft that it lies 
there ready for pen and ink ; and if I lay hut my 
soul by my letter-sheet, 'tis nought to do but to 
copy from it. 

[He writes. Through the glass of the door the 
silhouettes of thin figures move wncertairUy 
a/nd hesitatingly,] 

SCENE IV 

Raoi'ENEAU, Ltse, the Musketeer. Cvrano at 
the little toble writing. The Poets, dressed in 
hla.ckj their stockings ungartered, and covered 
with mud, 

Ltbe 

[entering, to Kaoueneau]. 

Here they come, your mud-bespattertMl friends I 

First Poet 

[entering, to Raqueneau]. 

Brother in art! . . , 
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Second Pokt 

[io Raoukneau, shaking his hands]. 

Dear brother 1 

Third Poet. 

High soaring eagle among pastry-uoohs ! [He sniffs.] 
Marry I it smella good here in your eyry ! 

Kouiitu Poet. 

^Tis at Phoebus’ own rays that thy roasts tuni 1 

Fifth Poet. 

Apollo among master-coohs- 

Raouenkau 

[whom they surround and embrace]. 

Ah 1 how quick a man feels at his ease with them! .,. 

First Pokt. 

We were stayed by the mob ; they are crowded all 
round the Porte de Nesle ! . . . 

Secon o Poet. 

Eight bleeding brigand carcasses strew the pave¬ 
ments there—all slit open with sword-gashes I 

. (JVRANO 

[raising his head a mimde]. 

Eight ? . . . hold, methought seven. 

[He goes on writing ] 

Raqueneau 
[to Cyrano], 

Know you who might be the hero of the fray 1 
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Cyrano 

\caTciu!^hj\. 

Not I. 

Lise 

[^0 </ic Mubketekh]. 

And you? know you? 

Tue Musketeer 
[tmrliiig his moustache], 

Maybo 1 

OyRANO 

[v/riting a little way ojf:—he is heard innrmuring 
a word from time to tune]. 

‘ T love thee / * 

b'lKST Port. 

*Twas one man, say they all, ay swear to it, one 
man who, single-handed, put the whole hand to the 
rout I 

Second Poet. 

'Twas a strange sight !—pikes and cudgels strewed 
thirk upon the ground. 

CriiANo 

[loriting], 

, , , * Thine eyes ’ . . . 

Third Poet. 

And they were picking U[> hats all the uay to the 
Quai d’Orfevres 1 

First Poet. 

Sapristi! hut he must have been a foiocious , . , 
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Cyrano 

[same play]. 

... * Thy lips * . . . 

First Poet. 

’Twas a parlous fearsome giant that was the author 
of such exploits 1 

Cyrano 
[same play], 

, * And when I see thee come^ I faint for fear.* 

Second Poet 
[filching a cake], 

Wliat liast rhymed of late, Kagiicneaii ? 

Cyrano 
[same ploy]* 

. , . ‘ Whck worships thee * . . . 

[He stopSy just as he is about to sign^ avd yds 
up, slipping the letter into his douldet.] 

No need I sign, since I give it her myself 

Raoueneau 
[to Second Poet,] 

I have put a recipe into verse. 

Third Poet 

[seating himself by a plate of cream-pvffs]. 

Go to 1 Let us hear these verses! 
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Fourth Poet 

[200^171^ ai a cake which he has taken]. 

Its cap is all a* one side ! 

[He makes one hits of the topi\ 

First Poet. 

See how this gingerbread woos the famishcil 
rhymer with its almond eyes, and its eyebrows of 
angelica I [He takes it.] 

Second Poet. 

We listen. 

Tijird Poet 

[scjueezing a creani-pvff (jenthj]. 

How it laughs I Till its very rream runs over 1 

Second Poet 

\hiting a hit off the great lijrt of pastry]. 

This is the first time in my life that ever I drew 
any means of nourishing me froTU the lyre ! 

Raqueneau 

[?/’/< 0 has put himself ready for recitingy cleared his 
throaty settled his cap, struck an attitude]. 

A recipe in verse ! . . , 

Second Poet 
\to First, nudging hinC]. 

You are breakfasting? 

First Poet 
\to Second] 

And you dining, methinks. 
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Rauuenkau. 

How almond tartlets are made. 

Beat your e^ga up, light and quick \ 

Froth them thick ; 

Mingle with them while you beat 
Juice of Icmou, essence fine ; 

1lien combine 

The best milk of almonds sweet. 

Circle with a custard paste 
The slim waist 

Of your taitlot-moulds ; the top 
Witli a skilful finger print, 

Nick and dint, 

Round their edge, then, drop by drop, 

In its little dainty bed 

Your cream shed : 

In the oven plat;e each mould : 

Reappearing, softly browned^ 

The renow iied 

Almond tartlets you behold I 
The PojiTS 

[^LvUh months crammed fuirj. 

Exquisite! Delicious! 

A Port 
[chokutg]. 

Hoinph I 
[They go up^ eating."] 

ClRANO 

[who has been watching, goes towards Raguenkau]. 
ladled by your voice, did you see how they were 
stuffing themselves ? 
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Ragueneau 

[in a low voice^ smiling]. 

Oil ay ! I see well enough, but I never will seem to 
look, fearing to distress them; thus I gain a double 
pleasure when I recite to them my poems j for 1 leave 
those poor fellows who have not breakfasted free to 
eat, even while I gratify iny own dearest foible, see 
you ! 

Cyrano 

[dapping hvtn on the dwulder], 

f'riend, I like you right well I . . . 

[Ragueneau goes after his friends. Cyrano 
follows him loith his eyes, then, rather 
sharidy.] 

ITo there 1 Lise ! 

[Lise, who is talking tenderly to the Musketeer, 
starts, and cfwics down towards CvYRano.] 

So this fine captain is laying siege to you ? 

Lise 

[offended^. 

One haughty glance of iiiy eye cjin conquer any 
man that should dare venture aught 'gainst my 
virtue. 

Cyrano. 

Pooh ! Conquering eyes, nicthinks, are oft con¬ 
quered eyes. 

Lise 

[choking vnth anger]. 


But— 
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Cyrano 

[incisively^ 

I like Ragueneau well, and so—mark me, Damo 
Lise—I permit not that he be rendered a Luighing- 
stock by any . , . 

Lise. 

But • . . 

CrRANO 

[who has raised his voice so as to be heard by 

the gallant], 

A word to the wise . . . 

[He bows to the Musketeer, and goes to the 
doorway to watch^ after looking at the clock.] 

Lise 

[to the Musketeer, who has merely bowed in 
answer to Cyrano’s bow]. 

How now ? Is this your courage ? . . . Why turn 
you not a jest on his nose ? 

The Musketeer. 

On his nose ? . . . ay, ay . . . his nose. 

[He goes quickly further away ; Lise follows him.] 

Cyrano 

[from the doorway^ signing to Ragueneau 
to draw the Poets away]^ 

Hist 1 . . . 

Ragueneau 

[showing them the door on the right]. 

We shall be more private there 


I » « 
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Cyrano 

[impatiently]. 

Hist t Hist 1 . • . 

Raoueneau 
[drawing them further]. 

To read poetry, ’tis better here . . . 

First Poet 

[despairvaghjy with his mouth full]. 

What! leave the cakes ? . . . 

Second Poet. 

Never I Let’s take them with us 1 

[They all follow Raquenbau in procession, after 
sweeping all the cakes off the trays.] 


SCENE V 

Cyrano, Roxane, the Duenna. 

Cyrano. 

Ah ! if I see but the faint glimmer of hope, then 
1 draw out my letter ! 

[Roxane, masked^ followed by the Duenna, ay- 
pe/xrs at the glass pane of the doeyr. lit 
opens quickly.] 

Enter ! . . . [Walking up to the Duenna.] 'J’wo 

words with you, Duenna. 

The Duenna. 

Four, Sir, an it like you. 
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Cyrano. 

Are you fond of sweet things ? 

The Duenna. 

Ay, I could eat myself sick on them 1 

Cyrano 

[caUhing up some of the paper bags from 
the counter]. 

Good. See you these two sonnets of Monsieur 
Beuseradc . , , 

The Duenna. 

Hey ? 

Cyrano. 

. . . Which I fill for you with cream cakes I 

The Duenna 
[changing her exjjressioit]. 

Ila! 

Cyrano. 

What say you to the cake they call a little puff? 

The Duenna. 

If made with cream, Sir, 1 love them passing well 

Cyrano. 

Here I plunge six for your eating into the bosom 
of a poem by Saint Amant I And in these verses of 
(Jhapelaiu I glide a lighter morsel. SUy, love you 
hot cakes ? 
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Tiik Duenna, 

Ay. to the core of my heart 1 

CYEiANO 

\filling her arms with the hags']. 

Pleasure rae then ; go eat them all in the street. 

The Duenna. 

But • . • 

Cyrano 

[jmshittg her out]. 

And come not hack till the very last irumh be 
e.vten ! 

w a shuts the door, comes dOivn towards TIoxank, 
and, uncovering^ stands at a respectful dis¬ 
tance from her.] 


SCENE VI 
Cyrano, Koxane. 

Cyrano. 

Blessed be the momoiit when you condescend,— 
Koinemberirig that humbly 1 exist— 

To come to iiieefc me, and to say , . , to tell ? , , 

llOXANE 

[who has unmashciT]. 

To thank you lirst of all. That diindy count, 
Whom you checkmated in brave sword play 
Last night, ... he is the man whom a great lord, 
Desirous of my favour . . , 
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Cyrano. 

Ha, De Guiche ? 


Roxane. 

[casting down her eyes’]. 

Sought to impose on me . • • for husband . • • 


Cyrano. 

Ay! 

Eluaband !—dnpe-hiisband ! . , • Husband a-la- 

mode 1 


[Bowing.] 

Then 1 fought, happy chance ! sweet lady, not 
For my ill favour—but your favours fair ! 


Roxanr. 

Confession next! , . . But, ere I inalce my shrift, 
You must be once again that brother-friend 
With whom T used to play by the lake-sfde 1 . . . 


Cyrano. 

Ay, you would come each spring to Bergerac ! 

RoXxINE. 

Mind you the reeds you cut to make your 
swords? . . . 

Cyrano. 

While you wove corn-straw plaits for your dolls’ 
hair! 

Roxane. 

Those were the days of games! . . . 

Cyrano. 

And blackberries t . . 
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Koxan k. 

[n those days you did everything I bid ! . . . 

Cyrano. 

Roxane, in her short frock, was Madeleine . . . 

Roxane. 

Was I fair then ? 

Cyrano. 

You were not ill to see I 
Roxane, 

Ofltiines, with hands all bloody from a full, 

You’d run to rac I Then—-aping moLlicr ways— 

T, in a voice would-be severe, would chiile,— 

takes his /land.] 

' What is this scratch, again, that I see here ?* 

[She starts^ sur‘prised.'\ 

Oh ! ’tis too much I What’s this ? 

[Cyrano tries to draw away his hand.] 

No, let me see ! 

At your age, fie !—Where did you get that scratch 1 

Cyrano. 

I got it- -playing at the Porte de Nesle. 

Roxane 

[seating herself by the tablcj and dipping her 
handkerchief in a glass of water]. 

Give here 1 
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Cyrano 
[silting by hcr\ 

So soft 1 so gay maternal-sweet I 
Roxane. 

And tell me while I wipe away the blood, 

11 ow many ’gainst you 1 

OtRAxNO. 

Oh ! a hundred—near. 


Roxane. 

Come, tell me 1 


Cyrano. 

No, let be. Rut you, come toll 
The thing, just now, you dared not . . , 


Roxane 

[keeping his hand]. 

Now, I dare 1 

The scent of those old days emboldens me 1 
Yes, now I dare. Listen. I am in love. 


Ah 1 . . . 


Cyrano. 


Roxane. 

But with one who knows not. 


Cyrano. 

Roxane. 


Ah 1 . • • 


Not yet. 
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Cyiiano. 


Roxane. 

Bub who, if ho knows not, soon shall learn. 


Ah I . . . 


Cyrano. 


Roxane. 

A poor youth who all this time has loved 
Timidly, from afar, and dares nob speak . . . 


Cyrano. 

Ah ! . . . 

Roxane. 

Leave your hand ; why, it is fever-hot!— 
But I have seen love trembling on his lips. 

Cyrano. 

Ah 1 . . . 

Roxane 

[bandaging his hand with her handkerchief^ 
And to think of it 1 that ho by chance— 
Yes, cousin, he is of your regiment I 


Cyrano. 

Ah 1 . . . 

Roxane 

\laughing\, 

—Is cadet in your own company I 


Ahl . . . 


Cyrano. 

a 
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Roxane. 

On his brow he bears the genius-stamp ; 
He is proud, noble, young, intrepid, fair , , , 


Fair! 


Cyiiano 

{rising sudd^nly^ very paU], 


Roxane. 

Why, what ails you 1 


Cyrano. 

Nothing ; ’tis . . • 
[IJe shows his hand, smilingJ] 

This scratch t 

Roxane. 

I love him ; all is said. But you must know 
I have only seen him at the Comedy . . , 


Cyra no. 

How ? You have never spoken ? 

Roxane. 

Eyes can speak. 

Ctbano. 

How know you then that he ... ? 

Roxane. 

Oh ! people talk 

Neath the limes in the Place Royale ... Gossip’s chat 
lias let me know , . . 
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Cyrano. 

Ho is cadet 1 

Roxane. 

Ill the Guards. 

Cyrano. 

His name 7 

Roxane. 

Baron Christian de Neuvillette. 
Cyrano. 

How now ? . . . He is not of the Guards ! 

Roxane. 

To-day 

He is to join your ranks, under Captain 
Carbon de Castel-Jaloux. 


Cyrano. 

Ah, liow quick, 

How quick the heart has flown ! . . . Bui, my poor 

child . . . 


The Duenna 
{opening the door]. 

The cakes are eaten, Monsieur Bergerac I 


Cyrano. 

Then read the verses printed on the bags I 

[(S/ie goes out.] 

. . . My poor child, you who love but flowing words, 
Bright wit,—what if he be a lout unskilled 7 
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Koxane. 

No, his bright locks, like D’Urfe’s heroes . , . 

Cyrano. 

Ah I 

A well-curled pate, and witless tongue, perclumce 1 

Roxane. 

Ah no ! 1 guess—I feel—his words aio fair 1 

Cyrano. 

All words are fair, that lurk ’neath fair moustache 1 
—Suppose he were a fool! . . . 

Roxane 

[stamping her foot]. 

Then bury me 1 

Cyrano 
[after a pause]. 

Was it to tell me this you brought me here 1 
I fail to see what use this serves, Madame. 


Roxane. 

Nay, but I felt a terror, here, in the heart. 
On learning yesterday you w'ere Gascons 
All of your company . . . 


Cyrano. 

And wc provoke 

All beardless sprigs that favour dares admit 
'Midst us pure Gascons—(pure I Heaven save the 

mark !) 

They told you that as well ? 
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Roxanb. 


Ah 1 Think how I 

Trembled for him I 


Cyrano 

[between his teeth']. 

Not causelessly ! 


Roxane. 


But when 

Last night I saw you,—brave, iuvincibie,— 

Punish that dnridy, fearless hold your own 
Against tJiose brutes, 1 thought—I thought, if he 
Whom all fear, all—if ho would only . . . 


Cyrano. 

Good. 

I will befriend your little Baron. 

Roxane. 

Ah! 

You ’ll promise me you will do this for me 1 
I’ve always held you as a tender friend, 

Cyrano. 

Ay, ay. 

Roxane. 

Then you will be his friend ? 


Cyrano. 


I swear 1 
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Eoxane. 

And he shall fight no duels, promise 1 


Cyrano. 

None. 

Roxane. 

You are kind, cousin I Now 1 must be gone. 

p^lts on her mask and veil quickly ; 
then^ absently] 

You have not told me of your hist night’s fray. 

Ah, but it Tuust have been a hero-fight! . . . 

—Bid him to write. 

[♦S^/ie sends him a kiss urith her fingers.] 

How good you are ! 

Cyrano. 

Ay I ay I 

Roxane. 

A hundred men against you ? Now, farewell.— 
We are great friends ? 

Cyrano. 

Ay, ay 1 


Roxanb. 

Oh, bid him write I 

You ’ll tell me oil one day—A hundred men !— 
Ah, bravo 1 . . . How brave I 


Cyrano 
[Imving to her]. 

I have fought better since. 
|’<S^ goes out Cyrano stands motionless^ with 
eyes on the ground. A silence. The door 
(iJ.) opens. Raqueneau looks m.] 
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SCENE VII 

Cyrano, Raguenkao, Poets, Carbon de 
Castel Jaeogx, the Cadets, a crowds then 
De Guighe. 

Raguenkad. 

Can we come in ? 

Cyrano 

\ 70 ithout 8tirring\ 

Yes . . . 

[Ragueneau signs to his friends^ and they come 
in. At the same timCy hy door at lack, enters 
Carbon dk Castel-Jaloux, in Captain's 
uniform, lie makes gestures of surprise on 
seeing CriiANo.] 

Carbon. 

Here he is 1 

Cyrano 

[raisiTig his head]. 

Captain! . . 

Carbon 

[delightedly]. 

Our hero I We heard all I Thirty or more 
Of my cadets are there 1 . . . 

Cyrano 

[shrinking back]. 

But . . , 

Carbon 

[trying to draw him away]. 

Come with me! 

They will not rest until they see you ! 
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Cyrano. 

No I 

Carbon. 

They’re drinking opposite, at Th^ Beards Head. 

Cyrano. 

I . . . 

Carbon 

[going to the door and calling across (hs 
street in a voice of thunder]. 

He won’t come ! The hero’s in the sulks ! 

A Voice 

[ o 7 its { de ]. 

Ah 1 BandiousJ 

[Tumidt outside. Noise of hoots and swords 
is heard ap^yroaching.] 

Carbon 

[riibhing his hands]. 

They are running ’cross the street 1 

Cadets 
[enter iv ^], 

MiJle dious ! Capdedious I Pocapdedious ! 

KAGDENEAtJ 
[dy'awing hack startled^. 

Gentlemen, are you all from Gascony ? 

Tiik Cadets. 


AUI 


Bravo I 


A Cadet 
[ fo Cyrano]. 
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CrRANO. 
Baron! 

Another 

[shaking his hands\ 
Vivat! 


Cyrano. 

Baron ! 


Third Cadet. 

I must embrace you 1 

Cyrano. 
Baron 1 


Come! 


SeveraIj Gascons. 

We ’ll embrace 


Him, all in turn! 


Cyrano 

[not knowing whom to reply fo]. 

Baron I . . . Baron! . . . I beg . , 

Bagueneau. 

Are you all Barons, Sirs ? 

The Cadets. 

Ay, every one 1 

Bagueneau. 

Is it tiTie 7 . . . 

First Cadet. 

Ay,—why, you could build a tower 
With nothing but our coronets, my friend I 
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Le Bret 

[mtering, and running up to Cyrano]. 

They ’rc looking for you ! Here’s a crazy mob 
Led by the men who followed you last night . . . 


Cyrano 

[alarmed]. 

What! Have you told them vs here to tind mo ? 


Le Bret 

[rubbing his hands]. 

Yesl 


A Bourgeois 

[entering, followed by a group of men], 

Sir, all till' Marais is a-coming here I 

r Outside the street has filled with people. Chaises 
a porteurs and carriages have drawn up.] 


Le Bret 

[in a low voice, smilhig, to Cyrano]. 
And Roxane ? 

Cyrano 

[quicMy]. 

Hush! 


The Crowd 
[calling outside]. 

Cyrano 1 . . . 

[4 crowd rush into the shop, pushing one 
another. Acclamations.] 
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Ragtjeneau 
[standing on a tahli \, 

Lo I iny shop 

Invaded 1 They break nil! Mngnificent 1 

People 

\ crov:ding round Cvrano]. 

My friend ! . . . ray friend . . . 


Cyrano. 

Meseeina that yesterday 
I had not all these friends 1 


Le Burt 
[ d/!? iglited \ 

Success I 


A Youno Marquis 
\ h%irrging up with his hands held 

My friend, 

Didst thou but know . . . 


Cyrano. 

Thou 1 . . . Many 1 . . . thou I . . . Pray when 
Did we herd swine together, you and 1 ? 

Another. 

I would present you, Sir, to some fair dames 
Who in my carriage yonder . , . 

Cyrano 

[ coldly ^. 

Ah I and who 


Will first present you, Sir, to me ? 
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Lb Bret 
\astoni8h$d\. 

What ^8 wrong ? 

Cyrano. 

Hush 1 

A Man of Letters 
{with writing-hoar^, 

A few details ? . . . 

Cyrano. 

No. 

Le Bret 

{nudging his elbow], 

*Tis Theophrast, 

Renaudet, ... of the Court Gautte I 


Cyrano. 

Who cares ? 

Le Bret. 

This paper—but it is of groat imporlanco 1 . . . 
They say it will be an immense success I 


Sir . . 


A Poet 
{advancing ]. 

Cyrano. 
What, another! 


The Poet. 

. . . Pray pennit I make 
A pentacrostio on your name . . , 

Some One 
[oZso advancing]. 

Pray, Sir , . . 
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Oyrano. 

Enough ! enough ! 

[4 movement in the crowd. De GuicnE appears, 
escorted by officers. Odigy, Brissaille, the 
Officers who went with Cyrano the night 
before. Cuigy comes rapidly up to Cyrano.] 

Cuigy to Cyrano, 

Here is Monsieur de 0 niche 1 
[ A murmur—eoery one makes way.] 

He conics from the Marshal of Gassion 1 

De Guiche 
[bowing to Cyrano]. 

. . , Wlio would express his admiration, Sir, 

Eor your now exploit noised so loud abroad. 

The Crowd. 

Bravo 1 

Cyrano 

[bowing]. 

The Marshal is a judge of valour. 

De Guichfc. 

He could not have believed the thing, unless 
These gentlemen had sworn they witnessed it. 

Cuigy. 

With our own eyes 1 

Li’i Buet 

[aside to Cyrano, who has an absent air]. 

But . . . you . . , 

Cyrano. 


Hush I 
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Lm Bret 

But ... You suffer ? 


Cyrano 

[starting]. 


Before this rabble ?-1 ? . . . 

[He draws himself tip^ twirls his moustache^ 
and throws bach his skouldei's.] 

Wait I . , , You shall see 1 


De Guiche 

[to whom Cjjigy has spoken in a low voice]. 

In feats of arms, already your career 
Abounded.—You serve with those crazy pates 
Of Gascons ? 

CrRAjfO 

Ay, with the Cadets. 

A Cadet 
[in a terr ible voice]. 

With us! 

De Guiche 

[looking at the Cadets, ranged behind Cyrano]. 
Ah ! , . . All these gentlemen of haughty mien, 
Are they the famous ? . . . 


Carbon. 

Cyrano I 

Cyrano. * 

Ay, Captain I 


Carbon. 

Since all my company *8 assembled here, 
Pray favour me,—present them to my lord | 
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Cyrano 

{making two steps towards Dk Guichk]. 

My lord de Guiche, permit that I present— 
{Pointing to i)ie Cadets.] 

The bold Cadets of Gascony, 

Of Carbon of Castcl-Jaloux ! 

Brawling and swaggering boastfully, 

The bold Cadets of Gascony ! 

Spouting of Armoury, Heraldry, 

Their veins a-briimning with blood so blue, 
The bold Cadets of Gascony, 

Of Carbon of Castel-Jaloux : 

Eagle-eye, and spindle-shanks, 

Fierce moustache, and wolfish tooth ! 
Slush-the-rabble and scatter-their-rauka ; 
Eagle-eye, and spindle-shanks, 

With a flaming feather that gaily pranks, 
Hiding the holes in their hats, forsooth ! 
Eagle-eye, and spindle-shanks. 

Fierce moustache, and wolfish tooth ! 

* Pink-your-Doublet * and ‘ Slit-your-Trunk * 
Are their gentlest sobriquets ; 

With Fame and Glory their soul is drunk I 
‘ Pink-your-Doublet* and ‘ Sht-your-Trunk,* 
In brawl and skirmish they show their spunk, 
Give rendezvous in broil and fray ; 

‘ Pink-your-Doublet ’ and ‘ Slit-your-Tnmk * 
Are their gentlest sobric[uets 1 

What, ho ! Cadets of Gascony ! 

All jealous lovers are sport for yon I 
O Woman I dear divinity 1 
What, ho ! Cadets of Gascon;^ i 
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Whoiri scowliug husbands quake to see. 

Blow, ‘ taiurara/ and cry ‘ Cuckoo.* 

What, ho ! Cadets of Gascony ! 

Husbands and lovers are game for you ! 

De Guichb 

[seated with haughty carelessness in an arm- 
chair brought quickly by Raoueneau]. 

A poet! *Tis the fashion of the hour 1 
—Will you be mine ^ 

Cyrano. 

No, Sir,—no man*s 1 
De Guiche. 

Last night 

Your fancy pleased my uncle Richelieu. 

I *11 gladly say a word to him for you. 

Le Bret 
[overjoyed^. 

Great Heavens ! 

De Guiche. 

I imagine you have rhymed 

Five acts, or so ? 

Lb Bret 
[in Cyrano’s ear"]. 

Your play I—your Agrippine I 
You ’ll see it staged at last! 

De Guiche. 


Take them to hiip. 



Cyrano De bergerac 




Oyrano 

{beginning to he tempted and oAtracted^. 

In sooth,—I would . . . 

De Guiche. 

He is a critic skilled : 

He may correct a line or two, at most. 

Cyrano 

[whose foes stiffens at once\. 

Impossible ! My blood congeals to think 
That other hand should change a comina’a dot. 

De Guiche. 

But when a verse approves itself to him 
He pays it dear, good friend, 

Cyrano. 

He pays less dear 

Than I myself ; when a verse pleases me 
I pay myself, and sing it to myself 1 

De Guiche. 

You are proud. 

Cyrano. 

Really ? You have noticed that 9 


A Cadet 

[entering^ with a string of old battered plumed 
beaver hats, full of holes, slung on his sword]. 

See, Cyrjino,—this morning, on the quay 

What strange bright-feathered game we caught I The 

hats 

O* the fugitives . . , 
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Carbon. 

‘ Spolia opima t 

All 

\laughing\ 

Ah ! ah ! ah I 

CuiGT. 

He who laid that ambush, ’faith I 
Must curse and swear I 

Brissaille. 

Who was it 1 

De Guichr. 

I nivself. 

* 

[Th& laughter 

I charged them -work too dirty for my sword, 

To punish and chastise a rhymstcr sot. 

[Constrained silence,] 

The Cadet 

[in a low voice^ to Cstrano, showing him 
the heavers]. 

What do with them? They’re full of grease !—a stew ? 

Cyrano 

[taking the sword and, with a salute, dropping 
the hats at Dk Gr f cue’s/ eef]. 

Sir, pray be good enough to render them 
Back to your friends. 

Be Guiche 
[rising, sharply]. 

My chair there—quick 1—I go ! 
[To Cyrano passionately.] 

As to you, sirrah ! . 
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De Giiiche ! 


Voice 

[m the 8treet\ 

Porters for my lord 


De Gdichk 

[who has controlled himself — smiling]. 
Have you read Don Quixote ? 


Cyrano. 


T have ! 

And doff my hat at th’ mad kni^ht-errant’s name. 


De Guiche. 

I counsel you to study . . . 


A Porter 
[appearing at hack]. 

My lord’s chair ! 


Db Guichk. 

. . . The windmill chapter I 

Cyrano 

[boudng]. 

Chapter the Thirteenth. 
Dk Guiche. 

For when one tilts ’gainst windmills—it may chance.., 


Cyrano. 

Tilt I ’gainst those who change with every breeze 1 
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De Guioik. 

. . . That windmill sails may sweep you with their arm 
Down—in the mire ! . . . 

Cyrano. 

Or upward—to the stars ! 
[De Guiche gou out, and mounts into his chair. 
The other lords go away whispering together. 
Le Bret goes to the door with them. The 
crowd disperses.^ 

SCENE VIII 

Cyrano, Lk Brkt, the Cadets, who are eating 
and drinking at the tables li. and L. 

Cyrano 

\howing mockingly to those who go out without 
daring to salute himi]. 

Gentlemen . . . Gentlemen . . . 

Le Bret 

[coming back^ despairingly^ 

Here’s a lino coil I 
Cyrano. 

Oh 1 scold away ! 

Le Bret. 

At least, you will agree 
That to annihilate each chance of Fate 
Exaggerates . . . 

Cyrano. 

Yes 1—I exaggerate 1 

Le Bret 
[triumphantly']. 


Ahl 
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Cyrano. 

But for principle—example too,— 

1 think *tis well thus to exaggerate. 

Lb Bret. 

Oh 1 lay aside that pride of musketeer, 

Fortune and glory wait you I . . , 

Cyrano. 

Ay, and then ? . . . 
Seek a protector, choose a patron out, 

And like the crawling ivy round a tree 
That licks the bark to gain the trunk'.-! support, 
Climb high by creeping ruse instead of force ? 

No, grammercy ! Wliat I I, like all the rest 
Dfdicate verse to bankers ?—play buffoon 
In cringing hope to see, at last, a smile 
Not disapproving, on a patron’s lips 
Grammercy, no ! What I learn to swallow toads ? 
—With frame aweary climbing stairs ?—a skin 
Grown grimed and homy,—here, about the knees ? 
And, acrobat-like, teach my back to bend ?— 

No, grjimmercy 1 Or,—double-faced and sly— 
linn with the hare, while hunting with the hounds ; 
And, oily-tongued, to win the oil of praise, 

Flatter the great man to his very nose ? 

No, grammercy ! Steal soft from lap to lap, 

—A little great man in a circle small, 

Or navigate, with madrigals for sails. 

Blown gently windward by old ladies’ sighs ? 

No, grammercy I Bribe kindly editors 
To spread abroad my verses 1 Grammercy I 
Or try to be elected as the pope 
Of tavern-councils held by imbeciles ? 
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No, grammercy ! Toil to gain reputation 
By one small sonnet, ’stead of making many 1 
No, grammercy I Or flatter sorry bunglers ? 

Be terrorised by every prating paper ? 

Say ceaselessly, ‘ Oh had I but the chance 
Of a fair notice in the Mercury ! 

Grammercy, no ! Grow pale, fear, calculate 1 
Prefer to make a visit to a rhyme ? 

Seek introductions, draw petitions up ? 

No, grammercy ’ and no 1 and no again! But—sing? 
Dream, laugh, go lightly, solitary, free, 

With eyes that look straight forward—fearless voice 1 
To cock your beaver just the way you choose,— 

For ‘ yes ’ or ‘ no ’ show fight, or turn a rhyme ! 

—To work without one thought of gain or fame, 

To realise that journey to the moon ! 

Never to pen a line that has not sprung 
Straight from the heart within. Embracing then 
Modesty, say to oneself, ‘ Good my friend, 

Be thou content w’ith flowers,—fruit,—nay, leaves, 
But pluck them from no garden but thine own ! * 
And then, if glory come by chance your way, 

To imy no tribute unto Caesar, none, 

But keep the merit all your own • In short, 
Disdaining tendrils of the parasite, 

To be content, if neither oak nor elm— 

Not to mount high, perchance, but mount alone ! 

Ljb Bret. 

Alone, an if you will! But not with hand 
’Gainst every man ! How in the devil’s name 
Have you conceived this lunatic idea, 

To make foes for yourself at every turn ? 
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Cyrano. 

By dint of seeing you at every turn 

Make friends,—and fawn upon your frequent friends 

With mouth wide smiling, slit from ear to ear ! 

I pass, still unsaluted, joyfully, 

And cry,—What, ho 1 another enemy ? 


Lunacy 1 


Le Bret. 
Cyrano. 


Well, what if it be my vice, 

My pleasure to displease—to love men hate mo I 
Ah, friend of mine, believe me, I march better 
'Neath the cross-lire of glances inimical ! 

How droll the stains one sees on line-laced doublets, 
1 ? roin gall of envy, or the poltroon’s drivel! 

—The enervating friendship which enfolds you 
Is like an open laced Italian collar, 

Floating around your neck in woman’s fashion ; 
One is at ease thus,—but less proud the carriage 1 
The forehead, free from mainstay or coercion, 
Bends here, there, everywhere. But I, embracing 
Hatred, she lends,—forbidding, stiffly Huted, 

The rulf’s starched folds that hold the head so rigid; 
Each enemy—another fold—a gopher, 

Who adds constraint, and adds a ray of glory ; 

For Hatred, like the ruff worn by the Spanish, 
Grips like a vice, but frames you like a balo ! 


Le Bret 

[after a silence^ talcing his arrn]. 

Speak proud aloud, and bitter I—In my ear 
Whisper me simply this,—She loves thee not I 
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[vehe7nmtly\ 

Iliifsh! 

[Christian has just ent&i'edy and mingled with 
the Cadkts, who do not speak to him ; he has 
seated himself at a table, where Lise serves 
him,] 

SCENE IX 

Cyran<.», Le Bret, the Cadets, Christian 
DK NeUVILLETTE. 

A Cadet 

^seated at a table, glass in hand\ 

(Jyrauo 1 

[Ctrano turns round. \ 

The story I 
Cyrano. 

Ill its time! 

[He goes up on Le Bret’s arm. They talk 
in low voices.] 

The Cadet 

{rising and coming dovm]. 

The story of the fmy I ’Twill lesson well 

{lie stops before the table where Christian 

is seated.^ 

This timid young apprentice ! 

Christian 
[raising his head]. 

’Prentice ! Who t 
Another Cadet. 

This sickly Northern greenhorn 1 
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Christian 

Sickly I 

m 

First Cadkt 
I'tnocJcingly]. 

Hark I 

Monsieur de Neuvillette, tliis in your ear ; 

There somewhat here, one no more dares to name, 
Than to say ‘ rope ’ to one whose sire was hanged 1 

Christian. 

What may that be ? 

Another (^adet 
[in a terrible voieel^ 

See here ! 

[lie jmts his finger three times^ mysteriously^ 

on his nose^ 

Ho you understand ? 

Christian. 

Oh! 'tis the . . . 

Another. 

Hush I oh, never breathe that word, 
Unless you’d reckon with him yonder 1 

[He jioints to Cyrano, who is talking 
with Lfi Bret.] 

Another 

[who has meanwhile come up noiselessly to sit on 
the table—whispering behind him']. 

Hark ! 

He put two snuffling men to death, in rage, 

For the solo reason they spoke through their nose! 
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Another 

[in a hollow voice, darting on all-fours from 
under the table, where he had crept]. 

And if you would not perish in flower o’ youth, 

—Oh, mention not the fatal cartilage 1 

Another 

[clapping him on the shoulder]. 

A word ? A gesture 1 For the indiscreet 
His handkerchief may prove his winding-sheet! 

[Silence, All, with crossed arms, look cU (Jhrts- 
TiAN. He rises and goes over to Carbon 
DE Castel-Jaloux, who is talking to an 
Officer, and feigns to see nothing.] 

Christian. 

Captain! 

Carbon 

[Himing and looking at him from head to foot]. 
Sir! 

Christian. 

Pray, what skills it best to do 
To Southerners who swagger . 

Carbon. 

Give them proof 

That one may be a Northerner, yet brave 1 
[He turns his back on him.] 

Christian. 

I thank you. 

First Cadet 
[to Cyrano]. 

Now*, the tale 1 



CYRANO DE BERGERAC 


123 


All. 

The tale I 
Cyrano 

\comiiig towards themJ] 

The tale ? . . . 

[All bi'ing their stools up, and group round him, 
listening eagerly. Christian is astride a 
chair."} 

Well! I went all alone to meet the hand. 

The moon was shining, clock-like, full i’ th* sky, 
When, suddenly, some careful clockwright passed 
A cloud of cotton-wool across the case 
That hehl this silver watch. And, presto! heigh ! 
The night was inky black, and all the quays 
Were hidden in the murky dark. Gadaooks ! 

One could see nothing further . . . 

Christian. 

Than one’s nose! 

[^^ile7ice. All slowly rise, looking in ten'or at 
Cyrano, who has stopped — dumfounded. 
Pause.] 

Cyrano. 

Who on God’s earth is that? 

A Cadet. 

[whispering]. 

It is a man 

Who joined to-day. 

Cyrano 

[mdkmg a step towards Christian]. 

To-day ? 



124 


CYRANO DE BERGERAC 


Carbon 

[in alow voice\ 

Yes . . . his name is 

The Baron tie Neuvil . . . 


Cyhano 

[chtckmg himsdf\. 

Good ! it is well . . . 
turns pahj flushes, makes as if to fall 
on Christian.] 

1 * ■ • 

[He controls himself.^ 

What said I ? . . . 

[With a burst of rage.] 

Mordious! . . . 

[Then continues cahnhj.] 

That it was datk. 

[.4stoms/i»icnt. The Cadets reseat themselves, 
staring at him.] 

On 1 went, thinkin«^, ‘ b'or a knavish cause 
I may provoke some great man, some great prince, 
W ho certainly could break ’ . 

Christian. 

My nose 1 . . . 
[Every one starts up. Christian balances 
on his chair.] 

Cyrano 

[in a choked voice]. 

, , . ‘ My teeth 1 
Who would break my teeth, and I, imprudent-like, 
Was poking . . 
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Christian. 

My nose ! . . . 

Cyrano 

‘ ]VIy linger, ... in the crack 
Between the tree and bark I He may prove strong 
And rap me . , 

Christian 
Over the nose . . . 

Cyrano 

[wiping his forehead], 

. . . ‘ Onh* knuckles ! Ay,’ 
But I cried, ‘ Forward, Gascon 1 Duty calls ! 

Dn, Cyrano I ’ And thus I ventured on . . . 
When, from the shadow, came . . . 

Christian. 

A crack o’ th’ nose. 

Cyrano 

I parry it—find myself . . . 

Christian. 

Nose to nose. , , . 

Cyrano 

[bounding on to him]. 

Heaven and earth ? 

[All the Gascons leap up to see^ but when he is 
close to Christian he controls himself and 
continues.] 

. . , With a hundred brawling sots, 
Who stank . . . 
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CnRTSTiA.y. 

A noseful . . . 

Ctrano 

[white, hut 6miling\ 

Onions, brandy-cups ’ 
I leapt out, head well down . . . 

Christian. 

Nosing the wind \ 

Cyrano. 

I charge I—gore two, impale one—run him through, 
One aims at me—Paf! and I parry . . . 

Christian. 

Pifl 

Cyrano 
[bursting onf]. 

Great God 1 Out! all of you ! 

[The Cadets rush to the doors!] 

First Cadet. 

The tiger wakes! 

Cyrano. 

Every man, out! Leave me alone with him ! 

Second Cadet. 

We shall find him minced fine, minced into hash 
In a big pasty ! 

llAOUENEAU. 

1 am turning pale. 

And curl up, like a napkin, limp and whit® I 

Carbon. 

Let us be gone. 
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Another. 

He will not leave a crumb I 
Anoth er. 

I die of frij^ht to think what will pass here 1 

Another 
[shutting door .R.], 

Something too horrible! 

[All have gone out by different doorsy some by the 
staircase. Cyrano and Christian are face 
to face^ looking at each other for a mofnent.] 

SCENE X 
Cyrano, Christian. 

Cyrano. 

Embrace me now 1 
Christian. 

Sir . . . 

Cyrano, 

You are bravo. 

Christian 

Oh! but . 

Cyrano. 

Nay, T insist. 

Christian. 

Pray tell me . . . 

Cyrano. 

Come, embrace ! I am her brother 
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CURISTIAX, 

Whose brother ? 


Cyrano. 

Hers, r faith ! Roxano^s ! 


Christian 
[rushing up to him]. 

Her brother , , . ? 


0 heavens! 


Cyrano. 

Cousin-brother ! , . . the same thing ! 
Christian. 

And she has told you , ? 


Cyrano 

All 1 


Christian. 

She loves me ? si\y 1 


Cyrano. 

Maybe ! 

Christian 
[takmg his hands]. 

How glad I am to meet you, Sir ) 


Cyrano. 

That may be called a sudden sentiment I 


Christian. 

I ask your pardon . . . 

Cyrano 

[looking at hirrij with his hand on his shoulder]. 

True, he*s fair, the villain ! 
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Christian. 

Ah, Sir ! If you but knew my admiration ! . . . 

Cyrano, 

But aJl those noses 1 . . . 


Christian. 

Oh ! 1 take them back 1 


Cyrano. 

Roxiine expects a letter. 


Christian. 

Woe the day I 


How? 


Cyrano. 


Christian. 

I am lost if I but ope my lips ! 


Cyrano. 

Why so 1 

Christian. 

I am a fool—could die for shame 1 


Cyrano. 

None is a fool who knows himseK a fooL 
And you did not attack me like a fool. 

Christian. 

Bah ! One hnds battle-cry to lead th’ assault I 
I have a certain military wit, 

But, before women, can but hold rny tongue. 

Their eyes 1 True, when I pass, their eyes are kind , 

I 
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And, when you stay, their hearts, methinks, are 

kinder ? 


Christian. 


No ! for I am one of those men—tongue-tied, 
I know it--who can never tell their love. 


Cyrano. 

And I, meseems, had Nature been more kind, 
More careful, when she fashioned me,—had been 
One of those men who well could speak their love! 

Christian. 

Oh to express one’s thoughts with facile grace ! . . . 

Cyrano. 

. . . To be a musketeer, with handsome face I 

Christian. 

Koxane is prdcieuse. I’m sure to prove 
A disappointment to Ikt ! 

Cyrano 

[loohirig at him]. 

Had I but 

Such an interjjreter to speak my soul 1 

Christian 
[with despair]. 

Eloquence ! Where to find it ? 

Cyrano 

[abruptly]. 

That I lend, 

If you lend me your handsome victor-charms ; 
Blended we make a hero of romance 1 
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How BO ? 


Christian, 


Cyrano. 

Think you you can repeat what thin^ 
I daily teach your tongue ? . . . 


Christian. 

Wlidt do you mean ? . . . 


Cyrano. 

Roxane shall never have a disillusion 1 
Say, wilt thou that we woo her, double-handed i 
Wilt thou that we two woo her, both together V 
Feel’st thou, pi^iasing from my leather doublet. 
Through thy laced doublet, all my soul inspiring ? 


Christian. 

But, Cyrano I . . . 

Ctilano. 

Will you, I say ? 


Christian. 

I fear I 


Cyrano. 

Since, by yourself, you fear to chill her heart, 
Will you—to kindle all her heart to flame— 
Wed into one my phrases and your lips ? 


Christian. 


Your eyes flash ! 


Cyrano. 
Will you » 
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Ohristiak. 

Will it please you so ? 

—Give you such pleasure ? 

Cyrano, 

\madly\ 

Itl . . . 

[Thm calmlyj business-like."] 

It would amuse me I 
Tt is an entei prise to tempt a poet. 

Will you complete me, and let me complete you ? 
You march victorious,—I go in your shadow ; 

Let me be wit for you, he you my beauty 1 

Christian. 

The letter, that she waits for even now 1 
I never can . , , 

Cyrano. 

[taking out the letter he had tmritten]. 

See 1 Here it is—your letter 1 

Christian, 

What? 

Cyrano. 

Take it I Look, it wants but the address. 
Christian. 

But 1 . . . 

Cyrano. 

Fear nothing. Send it. It will suit. 

Christian. 

But have you . . . ? 
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Cyrano. 

Oh ! we have our pockets full, 
We poets, of love-letters, writ to Ghloes, 

Daphnes—creations of our noddle-heads. 

Our lady-loves,—phantasms of our brains, 

—Dream-fancies blown into soap-bubbles I Come! 
Take it, and change feigned love-words into true; 
1 breathed my siyhs and moans haphazard-wise ; 
Call all these wandering love-birds home to nest. 
You’ll see that I w.as in these lettered lines, 

—Eloquent all the more, the less sincere 1 
—Take it, and make an end ! 

Christian. 

Were it not well 

To change some words ? Written haphazard-wise, 
Will it fit Roxane V 


Rut . . . 


Cyrano. 

’Twill fit like a glove 1 
ClTRlS'I'IAN. 


Cyrano. 

A h, credulity of love 1 Roxane 
Will think each word inspired by herself 1 


Christian. 

My friend I 

im throws himself into Cyrano’s arms. 
They remain thus.l 
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SCENE XI 

Cyrano, Christian, the Gascons, the 
Musketeer, Lise. 

A Cadet 
openimj the door\ 

Nought Ih'I’o ! . . . The silence of the grave ! 
I dare not look . . 

[//<? /i'i.s hi'ALd m,] 

Why? . . . 

All the Cadets 

[entering^ and seeing Cyrano and Christian 

cmhracing\ 

Oh 1 , . . 

A Cadet. 

This passes all t 

[(Ton^feruaiion.] 

The Musketeer 
[mocliingly\ 

Ho, ho ! . . . 

Carbon. 

Our demon has become a saint ? 

Struck on one nostril—lo ! he turns the other f 

Musketeer. 

Then we may speak about his nose, henceforth !... 
[Calling to Lise, hoastfully!] 

—Ah, Lise, see here 1 

[Sniffing ostmtutiously.] 

O heavens t . . . what a stink 1 . , . 
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[Going up to Cyrano.] 

You, sir, tvitliout a doubt have sniffed it up ! 

—What is the siiieU I notice here ? 

Cyrano 

[cujfing his head]. 

Clove-head B. 

[General delight. The Cadets have fownd the old 
Cyrano again I They turn sow^ersauUs J 

Curtain. 



ACT III 


Roxane’s Kiss. 

A small square iu the old Marais. Old houses. A per¬ 
spective of little streets. On the right Roxane’s 
house and the wall of her garden overhung with 
thick foliage. Window and balcony over the 
door. A bench in front. 

From the bench ami the stones jutting out of the wall 
it is easy to dimb to the balcony. In front an 
old house in the same style of bride and stone. 
The knocker of this door is bandaged with linen 
like a sore thund). 

At the rising of the curtain the Duenna is seated on 
the bench. 

The window on Roxane’s balcony is wide open. 

Raqueneau is standing near the door in a soii, of 
livery. He has just finished relating something to 
the Duenna, and is wiping his eyes. 

SCENE I 

Raqueneau, the Duenna. Then Roxane, 
Cyrano, and two Pages. 

Raqueneau. 

—And then, off she went, with a musketeer! 

Deserted and ruined too, I would make an end 

of all, and so hanged myself. My last breath was 

drawn :—tlien in comes Monsieur de Bergerac 1 He 
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cuts me down, and begs his cousin to take me for 
her steward. 

The Duenna. 

Well, but how came it about that yon were thus 
ruined ? 

Raoubneau. 

Oh! Lise loved the warriors, and I loved the 
poets I What cakes there were that Apollo chanced 
to leave were quickly snapped up by Mirs. -Thus 
ruin was not long a-coining. 

The Duenna 

[rising, and calling up to the open window^ 

Roxane, are 3 "ou ready ? They wait for us I 

Roxane’s Voice 
[from the windov)]. 

I will but put me on a cloak 1 

The Duenna 

[to Raouenkau, showing him the door opposite]. 

They wait us there opposite, at Clomire’s house. 
She receives them all there to-day —the prScieuse.% the 
poets ; they read a discourse on the Tender Passion, 

Ragueneau. 

The Tender Passion 1 

The Duenna 
[i7i a mincing voice]. 

Ay, indeed ! [Calling up to the window.] Roxane, 
an you come not down quickly, we shall miss the 
discourse on the Tender Passion 1 
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KoxANE’a Voice. 

I come ! I come 1 

[A sound of stringed instruments approaching.] 

Cyrano’s Voice 
[behind the scenes, singing]. 

La, Lt, la, ]a ! 

The Duenna 
[surprised]. 

They sereii v'le us ? 

Otrano 

[foUoioed by two Pages with arch-lutes], 

I tell you they are demi-aeiiii-quavers, deini-semi- 
Ibol! 

First Page 
[ironically]. 

You know then, Sir, to distinguish between semi¬ 
quavers and demi-senu-quavers? 

( ’yrano. 

Is not every disciple of Gassendi a miisiciim? 

The Page 

[playing and cinging]. 

La, la I 

Cyrano 

[snatching the lute from him, and going on with 

the phrase]. 

In proof of which, I can continue I La, la, la, la, 

Koxane 

[appearing on the balcony]. 

What ? ’Tis you 1 
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Cyrano 

[going on with the air^ and singing to i/]. 

*Tis I, who come to serenade your lilies, and pay 
my devoir to your ro—o—oscs 1 

Roxane. 

I am coming down ! 

[aVA« leaves the hahony.^ 

The Duenna 
[pointing to the I'agesj. 

How come these two virtuosi here ? 

Cyrano. 

*Tis for a wager I won of D’Assoucy. We were 
disputing a nice point in grammar; contradictions 
itiged hotly—*'Tis sol' ‘Nay, 'tissol' when sud¬ 
denly he shows me these two long-shanks, whom he 
takes about with him as an escort, and who are 
skilful in sciatching lute-strings with their skinny 
claws ! ‘1 \vill wager you a day’s music,’ says he ! 

—And lost it ! Thus, see you, till riicebus’ chariot 
starts once again, these lute-twangers are at my 
heels, seeing all I do, hearing all I say, and accom¬ 
panying all with melody ! 'Twas pleasant at the first, 
but i’ faith, I begin to w'cary of it already ! 

[To the Musicians.] 

Ho there 1 go serenade Montflciiry for me I Play 
a dance to him I 

[The Packs go towards the door. To the Duenna.] 

I have come, as is my wont, nightly, to ask Koxanc 
whether . . . 

[To the Pages, who are going oid.] 

Play a long time,—and play out of tune ! 
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\To the Duenna ] 

, . . Whether her soul’s elected is ever the same, 
ever faultless 1 

Roxanb 

[coming ont of the honse\ 

Ah ! How handsome he is, how brilliant a wit I 
And—how well I love him ! 

Cyrano 

[ smiling ^. 

Christian has so brilliant a wit ? 

Roxanr. 

Brighter than even your own, cousin ! 

Cyrano. 

Be it so, with all my heart 1 

Roxane. 

Ah! methinka ’twere impossible that there could 
breathe a man on this earth skilled to say as sweetly 
as he all the pretty nothings that mean so much— 
that mean all! At times his mind £>eems far away, 
the Muse says nought—and then, presto I he speaks 
—bewitchingly ! enchantingly I 

Cyrano. 

[incredulously.'] 

No, no I 

Roxane. 

Fie I That is ill said I But lo ! men are ever 
thus ! Because he is fair to see, you would have it 
that he must be dull of speech. 

Cyrano. 

He hath an eloquent tongue in tolling his love ? 
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Eoxane. 

In telling his love ? why, ^tis not simple telling, ’tis 
dissertation, ’tis analysis! 

Cyrano. 

How is he with the pen ? 

Roxane. 

Still better 1 Listen,—here :— 

[Beciting.'] 

‘ The more of my poor heart you take 
The larger grows my heart! * 
[Trinmjihantly to (^rRANO.] 

How like you those lines ? 

Cyrano. 

Pooh 1 

Roxank. 

And thus it goes on . . . 

‘ And, since some target I must show 
For Cupid's cruel dart^ 

Ohj if mine own you deign to keepf 
Then give me your sweet heart t 

Cyrano. 

Lord! first he has too much, then anon not 
enough 1 How much heart does the fellow want 1 

Roxane. 

You would vex a saint! . . . But ’tis your jealousy 

Cyrano 

[siartmg]. 


What mean you ? 
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Roxane. 

Ay, your poet’s jefilouay ! Hark now, if this again 
be not tender-sweet ?— 

^ My hea/rt to yours sends hut one cry : 

If kisses fast could flee 
By letter, then with your sweet lips 
My letters read should he ! 

If kisses could be writ with ink. 

If kisses fast could flee ! ’ 

Cyrano 

[smiling approvingly in spite of himself 
Ha ! those last linos are,—hm 1 . . . hm ! . , 
[Correcting himself — contemptuously. ] 

— They are paltry enough 1 

Roxanb. 

And this . . . 

Cyrano 

[enchanted^. 

Then you have his letters by heart i 

Roxane. 

Every one of them ! 

Cyrano 

By all oaths that ean be sworn,—’tis flattering I 

Roxane. 

They are the lines of a master 1 

Cyrano 

\modesily\ 

Come, nay ... a master ? . . * 
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Eoxanb. 

Ay, I say it—a master ! 

Cyrano. 

Good—be it so. 

The Duenna 
\cominq down quickly]. 

Here comes Monsieur de Guicho I 
[To Cyrano, jpushing him toioards the houne ] 

In with you ! ’twero best he see you not, it might 
perchance put hiin on the scent . . , 

IIOXANE 
[to Cyrano]. 

Ay, of my own dear secret! He loves me, and is 
powerful, and, if he knew, then all were lost ! 
Marry ! he could well deal a deathblow to my love ! 

Cyrano 

[entering the honse^. 

Good ! good 1 

[De Guiche ajq > ears ^ 

SCENE 11 

Roxane, De Guiohe, the Duenna standing 
a little way off. 

Roxane 

[curtsying to De Guiche], 

1 was going out. 

De Guicub. 

1 come to take my leave. 
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Roxane. 

Whither go you ? 


To the war. 


De Guiche. 


Ah! 

Ay, to-night. 
Oh ! 


Roxane. 
De Guiche. 
Roxane. 


De Guiche. 

I am ordered away. We are to besiege Arras. 


Roxane. 

Ah-to besiege ? . . . 


De Guiche, 

Ay. My going moves you not, meseems. 


Roxane. 

Nay . . . 

De Guiche. 

I am grieved to the core of the he.art. Shall I 
again behold you ? . . . When ? 1 know not. Heard 
you that 1 am named commander ? . , . 


Roxane 

\indiffererdlAf\ 

Bravo 1 

De Guiche. 
Of the Guards regiment, 
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Roxane 

[startled]. 

What! the Guards ? 

De Guiche. 

Ay, where serves your cousin, the swag^^ering 
boaster. 1 will find a way to revenge myself on him 
at Arras. 

Roxane 

[choking]. 

What mean you ? The Guards go to Arras 1 

De Guiche 
[laughing]. 

Bethink you, is it not my own regiment ? 

Roxane 

[falling seated on the bench — aside^ 
Christian 1 

De Guiche, 

What ails you ? 

Roxane 
[moved deeply]. 

Oh—I am in despair 1 The man one loves I—at 
the war t 

De Guictie 

[surprised and delighted]. 

You say such sweet words to me ! 'Tis the first 
time I— and just when I must quit you I 

V 
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Roxanb 

[collected, and fanning hersdf]. 

Thus,—you would fain revenge your grudge against 
my cousin ? 

Dk GtricHB. 

My fair lady is on his side ? 

Roxane. 

^iay,—u'rfunst him ! 

J3e Guioiie. 

Do you see him often % 

Roxane. 

But very randy. 

De Guiciib. 

He is ever to be met now in company with one of 
the cadets, . . . one New—villcn—viller- 


K< >XANE. 

Of high stature ? 


De Guiciib 


Rair-li aired ? 

Roxane. 

Ay, a red-hcaded fellow I 


De Guighbl 

Handsome ! . . . 


Tut 1 


Roxane. 
De Guichk. 


But dull-witted. 
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Roxane. 

One would think so, to look at him 1 
[Changing her tone.'] 

How mean you to play your revenge on Cyrano ? 
Perchance you think to put him i’ the thick of the 
sln)ts 1 Nay, believe me, that were a poor vengeance 
— he would love such a post better than aught else ! 
I know the way to wound his pride far more keenly ! 

De Guiciib. 

What then ? tell . . . 

Koxane. 

If, when the regiment march to Arras, he were 
left here with his beloved boon companions, the 
Cadets, to sit with crossed arnis so long as the war 
lasied ! There is your method, would you enrage a 
man of his kind ; cheat him of his chance of mortal 
danger, and you punish him right fiercely. 

Be Ctitiche. 

[coming nearer]. 

0 woman ! woman 1 Who but a woman had e’er 
devised so subtle a trick ? 

R<ixane, 

See you not how he will eat out his heart, while 
his friends gnaw tlieir thick lists for that they are 
deprived of the battle ? So are you best avenged. 

Db Guiohb. 

You love me, then, a little ? 

smiles^ 

I would fain—seeing you thus ©spouse my cause, 
Koxane—believe it a proof of love 1 
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Roxane. 

'Tis a proof of love ! 

De Guicub 

[showing some sealed papers']. 

Hero are the marching orders ; they will be sent 
instantly to each company—except— 

[//. deta 'hes one.] 

-This one ! ’Tis that of the Cadets. 

[Ife puts it in his 2 >oc]cet.] 

This I keep. [Langhing.] Ha ! ha ! ha I Cyrano ! 
His love of battle ! ... So you can play tricks on 
people 1 . . . you, of all ladies I 

Roxane. 

Sometimes ! 

Db GtricnE 
[coming dose to her]. 

Oh! how I love you • —to distraction I Listen! 

To-night—true, I ought to start—but-how leave 

you now that I feel your heart is touched !-Listen 1 

Hard by, in the Rue d’OrlAins, is a convent founded 
by Father Athanasius, the syndic of the Capuchins. 
True that no layman may enter—but—I can settle 
that with the good Fathers !—Their habit-sleeves are 
wide enough to hide me in. ’Tis they who serve 
Richelieu*s private chapel: and from respect to the 
uncle, fear the nephew. All will deem me gone. I 
will come to you, masked. Give me leave to wait 
till to-morrow, sweet Lady Fanciful 1 

Roxane. 

But, if this be rumoured, your glory 


• • • 
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De Gdiche. 

Bah! 

Box AN E. 

But the siege—Arras . . . 

De Guiciie. 

^Twill take its chance. Grant but permission. 

Roxane. 

No! 

De Guiche. 

Give me leave 1 

Roxane 

It were my duty to forbid you 1 

De Guiche. 

Ah! 

Roxane. 

You must go 1 [Aside.] Christian stays here. 
[Aloud.} I would have you heroic—Antoine ! 

De Guiche. 

O heavenly word ! You love, then, him? . . . 

Roxane. 

• , . For whom I trembled. 

De Guiche 
[in an ecstasy]. 

Ah 1 I go then ! [He kisses her hand.] Are you 
content 1 

Roxane. 

Yes, my friend 1 

[He goes out] 
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The Duenna 

\mahing behind his back a mocking curtsy]. 

Yes, my friend ! 

Koxane 
[toMie Duenna]. 

Not a word of w hat I have done. Cyrano would 
never pardon me for stealmf^ his fighting from him I 

calls towards the house,] 

Cousin 1 


SCENE III 

Eoxane, Duenna, Cyrano, 

We are going to Clomtro’s house, points to 

door opposite.] Alcandro and Lysinion are to dis* 
course 1 

The Duenna 

[putting her little finger in her ear]. 

Yes ! But my little linger tells me we shall miss 
them. 

Cyrano, 

'Twere a pity to miss such apes 1 

[They have come to CiiOM ire’s door.] 

The Duenna. 

Oh, see ! The knocker is muffled up 1 
[Speaking to the hnockerl] 

So they have gagged that metal tongue of yours, 
little noisy one, lest it should disturb the flue 
orators ! 

[She lifts it carefully and Inocks with precaution!] 
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Roxanb 

[seeing that the door opens\ 

Let us enter I [On the threehold, to Cyrano. j If 
Christian comes, as I feel sure he will, bid him wait 
for me I 

Cyrano 

[quickly^ as she is going in']. 

Listen! 

[She tu7-ns.^ 

What mean you to question him on, as is your 
wont, to-night 'I 

Roxane. 

Oh- 

Cyrano 

[eagerly]. 

Well, say. 

Roxane. 

But you will he mute ? 

Cyrano. 

Mute as a tish. 

Roxane. 

I shall not question him at all, but say : Give 
rein to your fancy ! Prepare not your speeches,— 
but speak the thoughts as they come 1 Speak to me 
of love, and speak splendidly ! 

CrRANO 

[smiling]. 

Very good! 

Roxanb^ 

3 ut secret I - f r 
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Cyrano. 

Secret. 

Roxane. 

Not a word I 

[She enters and shuts the door,] 
Cyrano 

[lohen the door is shut, bowing to her\ 

A thon=^t*,nd thanks 1 

[The door opens again, and Roxane puts 
her head out.^ 

Roxane. 

Lest he prepare himself 1 

Cyrano. 

The devil 1-no, no! 

Both together. 

Secret. 

[The door shuts.l 

Cyrano 

[calling^. 

Christian 1 


SCBNE IV 
CiRANo, Christian. 

Cyrano. 

I know all that is needful. Here *s occasion 
For you to deck yourself with glory. Come, 

Lose no time ; put away those sulky looks, 

Come to your house with me, I’ll teach you , . , 
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Christian. 


Cyrano. 

Why 1 

ClIllISTIAN. 

I will wait for RoxaDC here. 


Nol 


Cyrano. 

How ? crazy 1 

Come quick with me and learn . . . 

Christian. 

No 1 no I I sav, 

V 

I am aweary of these borrowed letters, 

—Borrowed love-makings I Thus to act a part, 
And tremble all the time !—’Twas well enough 
At the beginning !—Now I know she loves 1 
1 fear no longer—I will siieak myself. 


Mercy ! 


Cyrano. 

Christian. 


And how know you I cannot speak ?— 

I am not such a fool when all is said I 
1 Ve by your lessons profited. You’ll see 
I shall know how to speak alone I The devil! 

1 know at least to clasp her in my arms ! 

{^Seeing Koxane come out from Clomire’s house .] 
—It is she ! Cyrano, no !—Leave me not 1 


Cyrano 

[ho^ving]. 

Speak for yourself, my friend, and take your chance 
jife disappears behind the garden walL ^ 



154 


CYRANO DE BERGERAC 


SCENE V 

Christian, Roxank, the Duenna. 

Roxane 

[coming out of Clomiue’s house, with a company oj 
friends, whom she leaves. Bows and good-byes]. 
Barthenoidc !—Alcandre !—Greniione 1— 

The Duenna 
[bitterly disappointed^]. 

We’ve missed the speech upon the Tender Passion 1 
[Goes into Roxane’s house.] 

Roxane 
[still bowing]. 

Crunidonte—adieu ! 

[All boa) to Roxanr and to each other, and then 
sepanrate, going up different streets. Roxane 
suddenly seeing (Riristian.]^ 

You I 

goes to him.] 
Evening falls. 

Ijet 'b sit. Speak on. 1 listen. 

CliPiSTIAN 

[sits by her on the bench. A sileiice]. 

Oh ! I love you 1 

Roxane 

[shutting her eyes]. 

Ay, speak to me of love. 

Christian 

I love thee I 





EoXAI7R. 


That ’8 


The theme ! But vary it. 

Christian. 

1 . 

Roxane. 

Christian. 

I love you so ! 


0 


Yojy it I 


Koxane. 

Oh ! without doubt!— and then ? . . 


ChRIS'J'IAN- 

And then—I should be—oh !~ so glad—so glaii 
r you would love me !—Boxane, tell me so 1 

ItOXANE 

\with a little grimace^ 

I hoped for cream,—you give mo gruel! Say 
How love possesses you ? 

Christian. 

Oh 1 utterly I 

IIOXANE. 

Come, come ! . . . uuknot those tangled sentiments ! 

Christian. 

Your throat t I’d kiss it! 

Koxane. 

Christian 1 


Christian. 


I love thee J 
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Roxane 

[half-rising]. 

Again 1 

Christian 

[eagerly^ detaining her]. 

No no 1 I love thee not! 

Roxane 

[reseating herself]. 

’Tis well 

Christian. 

But 1 adore thee I 

Roxane 

[rising^ and going further off]. 

Oh! 

Christian. 

I am grown stupid ! 

Roxane 

[drily]. 

And that displeases ine^ almost as much 
As ’twould displease mo if you grew iU-favoured. 

Christian. 

But . . • 

Roxane. 

Rally your poor eloquence that's flown 
Christian. 

I . . . 

Roxane. 

Yes, you love me, that I know. Adieu. 
goes towards her house,] 
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Christian. 

Oh, go not yet 1 I'd tell you- 

Roxank 

[opening the door\ 

Y ou adore me ? 

I Vo heard it very oft. No !—Go away 1 

Christian. 

But I would fain . . . 

[/S/te shuts the door in his 

Cyrano 

[who has re-entered unseeii]. 

P faith 1 It is successful ' 

SCENE VI 

Christian, Cyrano, two Pages. 
Christian. 

Come to my aid 1 

Cyrano. 

Not 11 

Christian. 

But I shall die, 

Unless at once I win back her fair favour. 

Cyrano. 

And how can I, at once, P th’ devil's name, 

Lesson you in . . . 

Christian 
[seizing his arm]. 

Oh, she is there I 

l^The window of the balcony is now lighted wp.] 
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Cyrano 

\wx>ved\. 

Her window J 

Christian. 

Oh ! T sha.ll die ! 

Cyrano. 

Speak lower 1 

Christian 
[m a whispe^r\ 

I shall die I 

Cyrano. 

The night is dark . . . 

Christian. 

Weill 

Cyrano. 

All can be repaired. 
Although you merit not. Stand there, poor wretch ' 
Fronting the balcony I 111 go beneath 
And prompt your words to you . . , 

Christian. 

But . , . 


Ho! 


Cyrano. 

Hold your tongue! 

The Pages 

\rcfvppearing at hack—to Cyrano]. 

Cyrano. 

Hush I 

\_Ile signs to them to speak softly,'] 
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First Page 
[in a low voine^, 

WoVe played the serenade you bade 
To Montfleury ! 

Cyrano 

[quicTcly^ in a km voice]. 

Go 1 lurk in ainbnsli there, 

One at this street corner, and one at that; 

And if a j)asser-by should here intrude, 

Play you a tune ! 

Second Page. 

What tune, Sir Gassendist ? 
Cyrano. 

Gay, if a woman comes,— for a man, sad i 
[The Pages disappear, one at each street corner. 
To Christian.] 

Call her! 

Christian. 

Roxane! 

Cyrano 

[picking up stones and throwing them at 
the window]. 

Some pebbles ! wait a wliile ! 
Roxane 

[half-opening the casement]. 

Who calls me ? 

Christian. 

I! 

Roxane. 

Who ’s that ? 
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Christian. 

Christian I 

UoXANB 

[fiisdainfully]. 

Oh 1 you 1 

Christian. 

I would speak with you. 

Cyrano 

{und/'r the balcony—to Christian]. 

Good. Speak soft and low. 

Roxane. 

No, you speak stupidly ! 

Christian. 

Oh, pity me! 

Roxane. 

No I you love me no more 1 

Christian 

[prowfied by Cyrano]. 

You say—Great Heaven I 
I love no more ?—when—I—Jove more and more 1 

Roxane 

[who was about to shut the casemtni^ pausing\ 
Hold I ^tis a trifle better ! ay, a trifle ! 

Christian 
[same play\ 

Love grew apace, rocked by the anxious beating , , . 
Of this poor heart, which the cruel wanton boy . . , 
Took for a cradle ! 
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Roxanb 

[coming out on to the balcony]. 

That is better ! But 
An if you deem that Cupid be so cruel 
You should have stiilcd baby-love in’s cradle I 

Christian 
[same play]. 

Ah, Madame, I assayed, but all in vain 

This . . . new-born babe is a young . . . Hercules I 

RoxaK u. 

Still better i 

Christian 
[same play]. 

Thus he strangled in my heart 
The . . . serpents twain, of . . . Pride .. .and Doubt ! 

Roxanb 

[leaning over the balcony]. 

Well said I 

—But why so faltering ? Has mental palsy 
Seized on your faculty imaginative ? 

Cyrano 

[dratoing Christian under the balconyy and 
slipping Mo his place]. 

Give place I This waxes critical I . . . 

Roxane. 


Your words are hesitating. 

h 


To-day 


• • 
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Cyiiano 

[imitating Christian —in a whisper]. 

Night has come. . . 
In the dusk they grope their way to find your ear. 

Koxane. 

But my words find no such impediment. 

Cyrano. 

They find their way at once ? Small wonder that! 
f’or 'tis within my heart they find their home ; 
Bethink how large my heart, how smaJl your ear! 
And,—from fair heights descending, words fall fast, 
But mine must mount, Madame, and that takes time J 

Roxane. 

Meseems that your last words have learned to climb. 

Cyrano. 

With practice such gymnastic grows less hard I 

JlOXANK. 

In truth, I seem to speak from distant heights 1 

Cyrano. 

True, far above ; at siirli a height *twere death 
If a hard word from you fell on my heait. 

Roxane 

[movi?ig]. 

I wUl come down. . . . 

Cyrano 

[hastily]. 

No I 
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Roxank 

[Aiowinq him the bench under the balcony^. 

Mount then on the bench 1 

Cyrano 

[starting bach alarmed^ 

No 1 

Roxanb. 

How, you will not ? 

Cyrano 

[more and more moved]. 

Stay a while ! ’Tis sweet, . , , 
The rare occasion, when our hearts can speak 
Ourselves unseen, unseeing 1 

Roxanr. 

Why—unseen ? 

CVRANO, 

Ay, it is sweet! Halt* hidden,—half revealed— 
You see the dark folds of my shroudcloak, 
And I, the glimmering whiteness of your dress : 

I but a shadow—you a radiance fair ! 

Know you what such a moment holds for me ? 

If ever I were elociuent , . . 

Roxane. 

You were 1 

Cyrano. 

Yet never till to-night my speech has sprung 
Straight from my heart as now it springs. 

Roxanr. 


Why not ^ 
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Cyrano. 

Till now 1 spoke huphazord . . . 


Boxane. 

What ? 


Cyrano. 

Your eyes 

Have beams that turn men dizzy !—But to-night 
Methinks 1 shall find speech for the first time I 


Roxank. 

’Tis true, your voice rings with a tone that’s new. 

Cyrano 

[coming nearer^ •passionately]. 

Ay, a new tone ! In the tender, sheltering dusk 
1 dare to be myself for once,—at last! 

[fle slopSy falters.] 

What say 1 ? I knov/ not!—Oh, pardon me— 

It thrills me,—’tis so sweet, so ncv^el . . • 


Boxane. 


So novel ? 


How ? 


Cyrano 

[off his balance, trying to find the thread 
of his sentence]. 

Ay,—to be at last sincere ; 

Till now, my chilled heart, feaiing to be mocked I 


Boxane. 

Mocked, and for what ? 
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Ctrano. 

For its mad beating I—Ay 
My heart has clothed itself with witty words, 

To shroud itself from c\irioii8 eyes ;—impelled 
At times to aim at a star, I stay my hand, 

And, fearing ridicule,—cull a wildflower I 

Roxank. 

A wildflower^8 sweet. 


Cyrano. 

Ay! but to-night - the star ! 


Roxank. 

Oh ! never have you spoken thus before ! 

Cyrano. 

If, leaving Cupid’s arrows, quivers, torchas, 

We turned to seek for sweeter—fresher things 1 

Instead of sipping in a pigmy glass 

Dull fashionable waters,—did we try 

How the soul slakes its thirst in feailess draught 

By drinking from the river’s flooding brim I 


Roxank. 

But wit ? . . . 

Cyrano. 

If I have used it to arrest you 
At the first starting,—now, ’twould be an outrage, 
An insult—to the perfumed Night—to Nature— 
To speak fine words that garnish vain love-letters! 
Look up but at her stars I The quiet Heaven 
Will ease our hearts of all things artificial; 

1 fear lest, ’midst the alchemy we ’re skilled in 
The truth of sentiment dissolve and vanish,— 
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'Phe soul exhausted by these empty pastimes, 

The gain of fine things be the loss of all things I 

Koxane. 

But wit ? I say . . . 

Cyrano. 

In love ’tis crime,—’tis hateful! 
Turning frank loving into subtle fencing ! 

At last the moment comes, inevitable,— 

—Oh, woe for those who never know that moment 1 
When feeling love exists in ns, ennobling, 

Each well-weighed word is futile and soul-saddening I 

Boxank. 

Well, if that nioincnt’s come for us—suppose it 1 
What words would servo you ? 

Cyrano. 

All, all, all, whatever 

That came to me, e'en a, 5 they came, I’d fling them 
In a wild cluster, not a careful bouquet. 

I love thee I I am mad I I love, I stifle I 
Thy name is in my heart as in a sheep-bell. 

And as I ever tremble, tliinking of thee. 

Ever the bell shakes, over thy name ringeth ! 

All things of thine I mind, for I love all things ; 

1 know that last year on the twelfth of May-month, 
To walk abroad, one Jay you changed your hair-plaits ! 
I am BO used to take your hair for daylight 
That,—like as when the eye stares on the sun’s disc. 
One sees long after a red blot on all things— 

So, when I quit thy beams, my dazzled vision 
Sees upon all things a blonde stain imprinted. 
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Roxane 

[agitated]. 

Why, this is love indeed I . . , 

Cyrano. 

Ay, true, the feeling 

Which fills me, terrible and jealous, truly 
Love,—which is ever sad amid its transports 1 
Love,—and yet, strangely, not a selfish passion f 
I for your joy would gladly lay mine own down, 

—E’en though you never were to know it,—never ! 
—If but at times I might—far off and lonely,— 

Hear some gay echo of the joy I bought you ! 

Each glance of thine awakes in me a virtue,— 

A novel, unknown valour. Dost begin, sweet, 

To undei stand 1 So late, dost understand me 1 
Feel’st thou my soul, here, through the darkness 

mounting ? 

Too fair the night 1 Too fair, too fair the moment! 
That I should speak thus, and that you should 

hearken ! 

Too fair 1 In moments when my hopes ro^o proudest, 
I never hoped such guerdon. Nought is left me 
But to die now I Have words of mine the power 
To make you tremble,—throned there in the bninches ? 
Ay, like a leaf amongst the leaves, you tremble 1 
You tremble 1 Eor I feel,—an if you will it. 

Or will it not,—your hand’s beloved treinbliiig 
Thrill through the branches, down your sprays of 

jasmine! 

[He kisses passionately one of the 
hanging tendrils.] 
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Koxane. 

Ay ! I am trembling, weeping !—I am thine 1 
Thou hast conquered all of me 1 

CrRANO. 

Then let death come 1 
Tis I, 'tis I myself, who conquered thee 1 
One thing, but one, I dare to ask- 


Christian 
[under the halcony \ 


What? 


Koxane 
[drawing hack ]. 

Cyrano. 

Ohl 

Roxane. 
You ask . . . ? 


A kiss 1 


Cyrano. 

I . , . 

[To Christian, whiaperiug,'] 

Fool! you go too quick 

Christian. 

Since she is moved thus—I will profit by it! 

Cyrano. 

[to Koxane]. 

My words sprang tlioughtlessly, but now I see— 
Shame on me 1—I was too presumptuous. 
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Roxank, 

[a liiU^ chilled]. 

How quicUly you w'ithdraw 1 

Cyrano. 

Yes, I withdraw 

Without withdrawing ! Hurt I modesty 1 
If so—the kiss I asked—oh, grant it not. 

Christian 

[to Cyrano, •pulling him hy his cloaK]. 

Why? 

Cyrano. 

Silence, Christian I Hush 1 

Roxane. 

[leaning over]. 

What whisper you ? 

Cyrano. 

I chid myself for m 3 ' too bold advances ; 

Said, ‘ Silence, Christian 1 * 

[The lutes begin to play.'] 

Hark t Wait a while, . , , 

Steps come! 

[Roxane shuts the window. Cyrano listens to 
the lutes, one of which plays a merry, the 
other a melancholy, tune.] 

Why, they play sad—then gay—then sad 1 
What? Neither man nor woman ?—oh! a monk! 
[Enter a Capuchin Friar, with a lantern. He 
goes from house to house, looking at every 
door.] 
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SCENE VII 

Cyrano, Christian, a Caphchin Friar. 

Cyrano 
\to the Frtar]. 

What do you, playing at Diogenes ? 

The Friar. 

I seek the house of Madame . « . 

Christian. 

Oh 1 plague take him 1 

Thr Friar. 

Madeleine Robin . . . 

Christian. 

What would he ? . . . 


Cyrano 

\jpoiniing to a street at the back]. 


Straight on . . , 


This way 1 


The Friar. 

I thank you, and, in your intention 
Will tell my rosary to its last bead. 

[Ife goes out."] 

Cyrano. 

Good luck 1 My blessings rest upon your cowl I 
[He goes back to Christian.] 
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SCENE VIII 
Cyrano, Christian. 

Christian. 

Oh 1 win foT me that kiss. . . , 

Cyrano. 

No! 

Christian. 

Soon or late 1 . . . 

# Cyrano. 

*Ti8 true I The moment of intoxication— 

Of madness,—when your mouths are sure to meet, 
Thanks to your fair moustache—and her rose lips! 

[To himself. 

I’d fainer it should come, thanks to . . . 

[4 sound of shutters re-opening. Christian 
goes in again under the balcony.'] 


SCENE IX 


Cyrano, Christian, Roxane, 


Roxane 

[coming out on balcony]. 
We spoke of a . . . 


Still there ? 


Cypano. 

A kiss I The word is sweet. 
I see not why your lip should shrink from it; 

If the word burns it,— what would the kiss do 1 
Oh I let it not your bashful ness affright; 

Hare you not, all this time, insensibly, 
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Left badinage aside, and unalarm^d 

Glided from smile to sigh,—from sigh to weeping? 

Glide gently, imperceptibly, still onward— 

From tear to kiss,—a moment’s thrill 1—a heait-beat! 


Roxane. 

Hush 1 hush I 

Ctrano. 

A kiss, when all is said,—what is it? 

An oath that^s ratified,—a sealM promise, 

A heart’s avowal claiming confirmation,— * 

A rose-dot on the ‘ i ’ of ‘ adoration,’ — 

A secret that to mouth, not ear, is whispered,— 
Bniah of a bee’s wing, that makes time eternal,— 
Communion perfumed like the spring’s wildflowers,— 
The heart’s relieving in the heart’s outbreathing, 
When to the lips the soul’s flood rises, brimming. 


Hush! hush I 


Roxane. 


Cyrano. 

A kiss, Madame, is honourable : 
The Queen of France, to a most favoured lord 
Did grant a kiss—the Queen herself! 


Roxane. 

What then 1 

Cyrano 

[speaking more waiml^jy 
Buckingham suffered dumbly,—so have I,— 

Adored his Queen, as loyally as I, — 

VVas sad, but faithful,—so am 1. . . . 
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Koxanb. 

And you 

Are fair as Buckingham I 

OrRANO 

[aside—suddenly cooled]. 

True,—I forgot I 

Roxane. 

Must I then bid thee mount to cull this tlowcr ^ . 

Cyrano 

[pushing Christian towards the baIcon7j]. 
Mount \ 

Roxane. 

This heart-breathing I . 

Cyrano. 

AlountI 

Roxane. 

This brush of bee’s wing 1 . 
Cyrano. 

Mount I 

Christian 

[hesitating]. 

But T feel now, as though ’twere ill done ! 
Roxane. 

Ibis moment infinite ! . . . 


Cyrano 
pushing hirri]. 

Come, blockhead, mount! 

[Christian springs forward, and by means of 
the bench, the branches, and the pillars^ 
dinibs to the balcony and strides over 
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Christian. 

Ah, Roxane! 

[He takes her in his amiSy and bends over 

her 


Cyrano. 

Aie 1 Strange pain that wings my heart! 
The kiss, love’s feast, so near ! 1, Lazat us, 

Lie at the gate in darkness. Yet to me 

Falls still a crumb or two from the rich man’s board— 

Ay, ’tis my heart receives thee, Roxane—mine ! 

For on the lips you press you kiss as well 

The words I spoke just now!—my words—my words! 

[2Vte lutes play.] 

A sad air,—a gay air : the monk ! 

[£f« begins to run os if he ca 7 ne from a long 
off , arid cries ovi .] 

Holal 


Who is it 1 


Roxank. 


Cyrano. 

r — I was but passing by . . . 
Is Christian there ? 


Christian 

[ astonished ], 

Cyrano ! 

Roxane. 

Good-day, cousin I 

Cyrano. 


Cousin, good-day! 



CYHANO DE BERGERAC 


*75 


Roxane. 

1 'm coming 1 

\She disappears into the house. At the back 
re-enter the Friar.] 

Christian 
[seeing him\. 

Back again 1 

[He follows Roxane.] 

SCENE X 

Cyrano, Christian, Roxane, the Friar, 
Raquenkau. 

The Friar. 

*Tis here,—I'm sure of it—Madame Madeleine 
Robin. 

Cyrano. 

Wliy, you said Ro-Zi». 

The Friar. 

No, not I, 

B, i, n, bin I 

Roxane 

appearing on the threshold^ followed by Ragueneatj 
who carries a lantern^ and Christian]. 

What is’t 1 

The Friar. 

A letter. 


Christian. 


What? 
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The Friar 
Ito Roxane]. 

Oh, it can boot but holy biiainesa ! 

’Tis from a worthy lord . . . 

Roxane 
[to Christian]. 

De Gniche 1 

Christian, 

He dares ? . 


Roxane. 

Oh, he will not importune me for ever I 
{^Unsealing the letter.^ 

I love you,—therefore-- 

reads in a low voice by the aid of 
Ragueneau*s lantern.'] 

‘ Ladt, 

The drums beat; 

My regiment buckles its harness on 

And starts ; but 1,— they deem me gone before— 

But I stay. 1 have dared to disobey 

Your mandate. 1 am here in convent walls. 

I come to you to-night. By this poor monk-<- 
A simple fool who knows not what he bears— 

1 send this missiv i to apprise your ear. 

Your lips erewhile have smiled on me, too sweet: 

1 go not ere 1 've seen them once again ! 

I would be private ; send each soul away, 

Receive alone him,—whose great boldness you 
Have deigned, 1 hope, to pardon, ere ho asks,>-i 
He who is over your— cetera,* 
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[To the Monk.] 

Father, this is the matter of the letter :— 

[All come near her, and ehe reads aloud.'\ 

* Lady, 

The Cardinal's wish is law ; albeit 
It be to you unwelcome. For this cause 
I send these lines—to your fair ear addressed— 

By a holy man, discreet, intelligent: 

It is our will that you receive from him, 

In your own house, the marriage 

[She turns the ‘page..'] 

benediction 

Straightway, this night. Unknown to all the w^oild 
Christian becomes your husband, fliin we send. 

He is abhorrent to your choice. Let be. 

Resign yourself, and this obedience 

Will be by Heaven well recompensed. Receive, 

Fair lady, all assurance of respect, 

From him who ever w'as, and still remains, 

Your humble and obliged —etceteraj 

The Friar 

[uiih great delight]. 

O worthy lord I I knew nought was to fear ; 

It could be but a holy business I 

Roxane 

[to Christian, in a low voice]. 

Am 1 not apt at reading letters ? 

Christian, 

Hum I 

Koxane 

[aloud, with despair]. 

But this is horrible t 

M 
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The Friar 

[who has twmsd his lantern on Cyeako]. 

’Tis you ? 

Christian. 

»Tifl r I 


The Friar 

[turning the light on to hirut and as if a doubt 
struck him on seeing his beauty]. 

But . . . 

Roxane 

[quickly], 

I have overlooked the postscript—see :— 
‘ Give twenty pistoles for the Convent.’ 


The Friar. 


Most worthy lord ! 

[To Roxane.] 
Submit you 1 


, . . Oh 1 


Roxane 

[with a martyr 8 looli], 

I submit 1 

[While Raoukneau ojfcns the door, and 
Christian invites the Friar to enter^ she 
whispers to Cyrano.] 

Oh, keep De Guiche at bay t He will be here I 
Let him not enter till . . . 

Cyrano. 

I understand I 
[To the Friar.] 

What time need you to tie the marriage-knot 1 
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The Friar. 

A quarter of an hour, 

Cyrano 

[jpushing them all towards the kou8e\. 

Go I I stay. 

Roxane 
[to Christian], 

Come! . . . 

[They enier.] 

Cyrano. 

Now, how to detain De Guiche so long ? 

[He jumps on the bench, climbs to the 
balcony by the wall.^ 

Come ! ... up I go I ... I have my plan ! - . . 
[The lutes begin to play a very sad air.] 

What, ho I 

[The tremolo grows more and more tveird]. 

It is a man ! ay 1 'tis a man this time ! 

[He is on the balcony, his hat over his eyes, 
talces off his swon’d, wraps himself in his 
cloak, then leans over.] 

'Tis not too high ! 

[He strides across the balcony, and drawing to 
him a long hra/nch of one of the trees that are 
by the garden wall, he hangs on to it with 
both hands, ready to let himself fall,'] 

I ’ll shake this atmosphere 1 
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SCENE XI 

Cyrano, De Guiche. 

De Guiche 

[who entersy maskedy feeling his way 
in the dark]. 

What can that cursed Friar be about ? 

Cyrano. 

The devil! ... If he knows ray voice ! 

[Letting go with one handy he pretends to 
turn an invisible key. Solemnly.] 

Cric! crao I 

Assume thou, Cyrano, to serve the turn, 

The accent of thy native Bergerac 1 . . . 

De Guiche 
[looking at the house]. 

’Tis there. I see dim,—this mask hinders uie 1 

[He is about to entevy when Cyrano leaps from 
the halconyy holding on to the branch, which 
bends, dropping him between the door and 
De Guiche : he pretends to fall heavily, 
as from a great height, and lies flat on 
the ground, motionless, as if stunned. 
De Guiche starts hack.] 

What ^8 this I 

[ When he looks up, the branch has sprung hack 
into its place. He sees only the sky, and is 
lost in amazement.] 

Where fell that man from ? 
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Oyrano 

[sitting and speaking with a 
Gascon accent]. 

From tlie moon! 

Dk Quiche. 

From . . . ? 

Cyrano 

[in a dreamy voice"]. 

What’s o’clock? 


De Quiche. 

He’s lost his mind, for sure ! 


Cyrano. 

What hour ? What country this ? 


But , 


De Quiche. 

Cyrano. 

1 am stupefied I 

De Quiche. 

Sir I 


What month 1 
What day ? 


Cyrano. 

I fell from the moon ! 


Like a bomb 


De Quiche 
[impatiently]. 

Come now I 


Cyrano 

[rising^ in a terrible voice]. 

I say,—the moon t 
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De GtUICHE 
[recoiling^. 

Good, good ! let it be so I . . . He’s raving mad I 

Cyrano 

[walking up to hini], 

I say from the moon ! I mean no metaphor I . , , 

De Guiche. 

But . • « 

Cyrano. 

Was’t a hundred years—a minute, since t 
—I cannot guess what time that fall embraced 1— 
That I was in that saffron-coloured ball 1 


De Guiche 

[shrugging his shoulders]. 

Good ! let me pass 1 

Cyrano 

[intercepting him]. 

Where am I ? Tell the truth ! 
Fear not to tell! Oh, spare me not 1 Where 1 where ? 
Have 1 fallen like a shooting stai f 


De Gutohe. 
Cyrano. 


Morhleu I 


The fall was lightning-quick ! no time to choose 
Where I should fall—I know not where it be I 
Oh tell me I Is it on a moon or earth, 

That my posterior weight has landed me ? 


De Guiche. 


I tell you. Sir 
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Cyrano 

[with a screech of terroi'^ which makes 
De Guiche start haclc]. 

No ? Can it be ? I'm on 
A planet where men have black faces ? 

De Guichk 

[^putting his hand to his facp^. 

What ? 

Cyrano 

I feigning great alarm^ 

Am I in Africa ? A native you ? 

De Guiche 

ha^ remembered his wnsA,]. 

This mask of mine . . , 

Cyrano 

[pretending to be reassured]. 

In Venice 1 ha !— or Rome 'J 

De Guichk 
[trying to pass}. 

A lady waits . . . 

Cyrano 

[quite reassureif]. 

Oh-ho I I am in Paris I 

De Guiche 

[smiling in spite of himself]. 

The fool is comical! 
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Cyrano. 

You lauglj ( 


Dk Guiohk. 


But would get by 1 


J laugh, 


Cyrano 

[beaming with joy], 

I have shot back to Paris I 

[Quite at ease, laughing, dusting 
himself, bowing]. 

Come—pardon me—by the last water-spout, 
Covered with ether,—accident of travel! 

My eyes still full of star-dust, and my spurs 
Encumbered by the planets' filaments ! 

[Picking something off his sleeve.] 

Ha t on my doublet ?—ah, a comet’s hair ! . . . 
[He puffs as if to blow it away.] 

Hk Guiohk 
[beside himself \ 

Sir 1 . . . 


Cyrano 

[just as he is about to pass, holds out his leg a$ 
if to show him something and stops him\ 

In my leg—the calf—there is a tooth 
Of the Great Bear,—and, passing Neptune close, 

I would avoid his trident’s point, and fell, 
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Thus sitting, plump, right in the Scales ! My weight 
Is marked, still registered, up there in heaven ! 

[Hurriedly •preventing De Guiche from passing^ 
and detaining him by the button of hie 
doublet.^ 

I swear to you that if you squeezed my nose 
It would spout milk ! 

De Guiohb. 

Milk? 


Cyrano. 

From the Milky Way I 
De Guiche. 

Oh, go to hell 1 

Cyrano 

[crossing his arms]. 

I fall, Sir, out of heaven 1 
Now, would you credit it, that as I fell 
1 saw that Sirius wears a nightcap ? True I 

[ Confidentially. ] 

The other Bear is still too small to bite. 

[Laughing."\ 

I went through the Lyro, but I snapped a cord ; 

[Chrandiloquent'] 

I mean to write the whole thing in a book ; 

The small gold stars, that, wrapped up in my cloak 

I carried safe away at no small risks 

Will serve for asterisks P the printed page I 

De GuicriE. 

Come, make an end ! X want . , , 
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Sirl 


Cyrano. 

Oh-ho I You are sly ! 
De Guiche. 

Cyrano. 


You would worm all out of me 1—-the way 
The moon is made, and if men breathe and live 
In its rotund cucurbita 1 


1 want 


Hark! 


De Guiche 
[angrily]. 

No, no 1 


Cyrano. 

Ha, ha 1—to know how I got up ? 
It was by a method all my own. 


De Guiche 
[wearied]. 

He *s mad I 

Cyrano 

[contein ptuously]. 

No I not for me the stupid eagle 
Of Regiomontanus, nor the timid 
Pigeon of Archytas—neither of those ! 

De Guiche. 

Ay, ’tis a fool 1 But ’tis a learned fool! 

Cyrano. 

No imitator I of other men 1 
[De Guiche hoe succeeded in getting hy, and goes 
towards Roxane’s door. Cyrano follows 
hinij ready to stop him hy force.] 

Six novel methods, all, this brain invented I 
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De Guiohe 
[turning round']. 

Six? 

Cyrano 

[volubhj]. 

First, with body naked as your hand. 
Festooned about with crystal flacons, full 
O’ th’ tears the early morning dew distils ; 

My body to the sun’s fierce rays exposed 
To let it suck mo up, as’t sucks the dew ! 

De Guichb 

[su7’prisedj making one step towards Cyrano]. 
Ah ! That makes one t 


Cyrano 

[stepping backy and enticing him further awiy]. 

And then, the second way, 
To generate wind—for my impetus— 

To rarefy air, in a cedar case. 

By mirrors placed icosahedron-wise, 

De Guiche 
[making another slep'l. 

Two I 

Cyrano 

[still stepping backwards]. 

Or—for I have some mechanic skill— 

To make a grasshopper, with springs of steel, 

And launch myself by quick succeeding fires 
Saltpetre-fed—to the stars’ pastures blue I 

Db Guiche 

[unconsciously following him and counting 
on his Jingers]. 

Three I 
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Ctrano. 

Or (since fumes have property to mount)- 
To charge a globe with fumes, sufficiently 
To carry me aloft 1 

De Guiciie 

[same play^ more and more a8toniahe(£]. 

Well, that makes four 1 

Cyrano. 

Or smear myself with marrow from a bull, 

Since, at the lowest point of Zodiac, 

Phoebus well loves to suck that marrow up 1 

De Gcjicue 
[amazed]. 

Five! 

Cyrano. 

[who, while speaking, had drawn him to the 
other side of the square near a bench]. 

Sitting on an iron platform—thence 
To throw a magnet in the air. This is 
A method well conceived—the magnet flown 
Infallibly the iron will pursoe : 

Then quick 1 relaunch your magnet, and you thus 
Can mount and mount unmeasured distances t 

Ds Guicue. 

Here are six excellent expedients I 
Which of the six chose you ? 

Cyrano. 

Why, none 1—a seventh I 
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Db Guichb. 

Ajstonishing I What was it ? 

Otrano. 

I ’ll recount. 

Db Guichb. 

This wild eccentric becomes interesting 1 

Cyrano 

[making a noise like the wares^ with 
weird gestures'], 

Ilouiih! hoiiiih I 


Db Guichb. 

Well. 


Cyrano. 

You have guessed ? 


Df. Guichb. 

Not II 


Cyrano. 

The tide 1 

I* th’ witching hour when the moon woos the wave, 
I laid rne, fresh from a sea-bath, on the shore— 
And, failing not to put head foremost—for 
The hair holds the sear-water in its mesh— 

I rose in air, straight! straight!—like angel’s flight, 
And mounted, mounted, gently, eflbrtless, . . . 
When lo 1 a sudden shock ! Then . . . 


Db Guichb 

[overcome by curiosity^ sitting doum 
on the bench]. 


Then? 
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Otrano. 

Oh t then .. . 

[Sudd&rdy returning to his natural voice\ 

The quarterns gone—I ^11 hinder you no more : 

The marriage-vows are made. 


That voice ? 


Dk Guichk 
{springing wp\. 

What 1 Am I mad ? 


[The house-door opens. Lackeys appear carrying 
lighted candelabra. Light, Ctrano grace¬ 
fully uncovers.'] 

That nose—Cyrano ? 


Cyrano 

[bo^oing], 

Cyrano. 

While we were chatting, they have plighted troth. 

De Guiche. 

Who 7 

[He turns round. Tableau. Behind the lackeys 
appear Roxane and Christian, holding 
each other by the hand. The Friar follows 
ihcrn, smiling. Ragueneaxt also holds a 
candlestick. The JJuenna closes the rear, 
bewildered, having made a hasty toilet.] 
Heavens! 
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SCENE XII 

Th^ Same. Roxane, Christlan, the Friar, 
Raoubneau, Lackeys, the Luemna. 

Db Guiohe 
\io Roxane]. 

You? 

[Recognising Christian, in a/ma%eme.nt.'\ 

He? 

[Bowing^ with admiration to Roxane.] 

Cunningly contrived I 
[To Cyrano.] 

My compliments—Sir Apparatus-maker I 
X our story would arrest at Peter’s gate 
Saints eager for their I’aradise 1 Note well 
The details. ’Faith 1 They’d make a stirring hook 1 

Cyrano 

\houfing]. 

I shall not fiiil to follow your advice. 

The Friar 

[showing tvith satufactum the two lovers 
to De Guiche]. 

A handsome couple, son, made one by you I 


Ay I 


De Guiche 
[with a freezing look], 

[To Roxane.] 

Bid your bridegroom, Madame, fond farewell 
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Roxane. 

Why so! 

Db Guichb 
[to Christian]. 

£yen now the leglment departs. 

Join it! 

Roxane. 

It goes to battle 1 

Db Guichb. 

Without doubt. 

Roxanb. 

But the Cadets go not ? 

Db Guichb. 

Oh ay 1 they go. 

[Drawing out the paper he had put in his pocicet.] 
Here is the order. 

[To Christian.] 

Baron, bear it^ quick I 

Roxanb 

[throwing herself in Christian’s arms]. 
Christian I 

De Guichb 
[sneerivgly to Cyrano]. 

The wedding-night is far, methinks ! 

Cyrano 

[aside]. 

He thinks to give roe pain of death by this 1 
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Christian 
[< o Roxane]. 

Oh 1 once again ! Your lips ! 

Cyrano. 

Come, come, enough ! 
Christian 

[still kissing Roxane]. 

'Tis hard to leave her,—you know not , . . 

Cyrano 

[trying to draw him away]. 

1 know. 

[Sound of drums beating a march in the distancr.] 

Dk Guichk. 

T)ie regiment starts 1 

Roxane 

po Cyrano, holding back Christian, whom 
Cyrano is drawing away]. 

Oil ! —I trust him jmu ! 
Promise me that no risks shall put his life 
In danger! 

Cyrano. 

I will try my best, but promise . . , 
That I cannot! 

Roxane. 

But swear he shall be prudent 1 
Cyrano. 

Again, I 11 do my best, but . . . 
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Roxakb. 


Let hiai not suffer ! 


In the siege 


Ctrano. 

All that man can do, 

I . . . 

Roxane. 

That he shall be faithful I 
Cyrano. 

Doubtless, but • • , 

Roxane. 

That he will write oft ? 

Cyrano 

\jpausing\ 

Til at, “I promise you I 


Curtain, 



ACT IV 

The Cadets of Gascony. 

Post occupied by company of Carbon de Castei.- 
Jaloux at the siege of Arras. 

In the background an embankment across the whole 
stage. Beyond, view of plain extending to the 
horizon. The country covered with entrench¬ 
ments. The walls of Arras and the outlines of 
its roofs against the shy in the distance. Tents. 
Arms strewn about, drums, etc. Day is breaking 
with a faint glimmer of yellow sunrise in the 
east. Sentinels at different points. TVatch-Jires. 
The Cadets of Gascony, wrapped in their 
mantles, are sleeping. Caubon de Castel- 
Jaloux and Le Bret are keeping watch. They 
are very pale and thin. Christian slee2)s among 
the others in his cloak in the foreground-, his face 
illvmfiinated by the fire. Silence. 

SCENE I 

Christian, Carbon de Castel-Jadoux, Lr Bret, 
the Cadets, then Cyrano. 

Le Bret. 

*Tis terrible. 

Carbon. 


Not a morsel left, 
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Lb Bret. 

Mordious ! 

Carbon 

\making a sign that he should speak lower]. 
Curse under your breath. You will awake them. 

\To the Cadets.] 

Hush! Sleep on. 

[To Le Bret.] 

He who sleeps, dines 1 

Lb Bret. 

But that is sorry comfort for the sleepless I . . . 
Wh.a starvation 1 

[Firing is heard in the distance.] 

Carbon. 

Oh, plague take their firing! ’T w ill wake niy sona 
[To the Cadets, who lift up their heads.] 

Sleep on! 

[Firing is again heard^ nearer this tim^.] 

A Cadet 
[moving]. 

The devil! . . . Again. 

Carbon. 

IS iiot\vmg \ ■' CyiRBo \ 

[Those who have lifted up their heads prepare 
to sleep again.] 
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A Sentinel 
[from witJwiU]. 

Yentrebieu ! ^Vho goes there ? 

The Voice of Ctrano. 

Bergerac. 

The Sentinel 
[who is on, the redoubt]. 

Venirebieu ! 

Who goes there ? 

Cyrano 

[ajypearing at the tojy\ 

Bergerac, idiot! 

[He comes down, Le Buet advances anxiously 
to meet him.] 


Heavens! 


Le Bret. 


Cyrano 

[making signs that he should not awake the 

others]. 


Hush I 


Wounded ? 


Le Bret. 


Cyrano. 

Oh! you know it has become their custom to shoot 
at me every morning and to miss me. 

Le Bret. 

This passes all ! To take letters at each day’s 
dawn. To risk 


• • • 
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Cyrano 

[stopping before Christian]. 

I promised ho should write often. 

[ife looks at him."] 

He sleeps. How pale he is ! But how handsome 
still, despite his sufferings. If his poor little lady¬ 
love knew that ho is dying of hunger . . . 

Le Bret. 

Get you quick to bed. 

Cyrano. 

Nay, never scold, Le Bret. I ran but little risk. 

[ have found me a spot to pass the Spanish lines, 
where each night they lie drunk. 

Le Bret. 

ou should try to bring us back provision. 

Cyrano. 

A man must carry no weight who would get by 
there 1 But there will he surprise for us this night. 
The French will eat or die ... if I mistake not I 

Le Bret. 

Oh 1 . . . tell me 1 . . . 

Cyrano. 

Nay, not yet. I am not certain . . You will 

see 1 

Carbon. 

It is disgraceful that we should starve while we ’re 
besieging 1 

Le Bret. 

Alas, how full of complication is this siege of 
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Arras I To think that while we are besieging, we 
should ourselves be caught in a trap and besieged by 
the Cardinal Infante of Spain. 

Cyrano. 

It were well done if he should be besieged in his 
turn. 

Le Bret. 

I am in earnest. 

Cyrano. 

Oh ! indeed I 

Le Bret. 

To think you risk a life so precious . . . for the 
sake of a letter . . . Thankless one. 

[Seeing him turning to enter the tent^ 

\y nere are you going 7 

Cyrano 

I am going to write another. 

[He enters the tent and disapfears.^ 

SCENE II 

The Same, all but Cyrano. I'he day is breaking in 
a rosy light. The town of Arras is golden in 
the horizon. The report of cannon is heard in 
the distance^ followed immediately by the beating 
of drums far away to the left. Other drums are 
hea/rd much nearer. Sounds of stirring in the 
camp. Voices of officers in the distance. 

Carbon 
[sighing]. 


The reveille / 
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[The Cadets move and stretch the-mselves!] 

Nourishing sleep ! thou art at an end ! . . . I know 
well what will be their first cry 1 


A Cadet 
[sitting up\. 

I am so hungry 1 

Another. 

I <am dying of hunger. 


Ohl 


Together. 

Carbon. 


Up with you 1 

Third Cadet. 
—Cannot move a limb. 


Fourth Cadet. 

Nor can 1. 

The First 

[looking at himself in a hit of armour]. 

My tongue is yellow. The air at this season of 
the year is hard U) digest. 

Another. 

My coronet for a bit of Chester I 

Another. 

If none can furnish to luy gaster wherewith to 
make a pint of chyle, I shall retire to my tent—like 
Achilles! 
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Another, 

Oh ! Boniething ! were it but a crust 1 

Carbon 

going to the tent and calling eoftly\ 

Cyrano I 

All the CADKTa 
We are dying! 

Carbon 

[coTibinuing to epealc under his breath at the 
open ing of the tent]. 

Come to my aid, you, who have the art of quick 
retort and gay jest. Come, hearten them up. 

Second Cadet 

[rushing towards another who is munching 

something]. 

What are you crunching there ? 

First Cadet. 

Cannon-wads, soaked in axle-grease 1 ’Tis poor 
hunting round about Arras I 

A Cadet 
[entering]. 

I have been after game. 

Another 
[following him]. 

And I after fi.sh. 
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All 

[rushing to the two new-comers']. 

Well! M'hat have you brought?—a pheasant?—a 
carp ?—Come, show us quick 1 

The Akoler. 

A gudgeon 1 

The Sportsman. 

A sparrow I 

All together 
[beside themselves], 

'Tis more than can be borne ? We will mutiny 1 

Carbon. 

Cyrano 1 come to my help. 

[The daylight has now come.] 

SCENE III 
The Same. Cyrano. 

Cyrano 

[aj/pearing from the tent, v«ry calmy with a pen 
stuck behind his ear and a hook in his hand]. 
What is wrong ? 

[Silence.] 

[To the First Cadet.] 

Why drag you your legs so sorrowfully ? 

The Cadet. 

1 have something in my heels which weighs them 
down. 
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Cyrano. 

And what may that bo ? 

The Cadet. 

My stomach 1 

Cyrano. 

So have I, ’faith I 

The Cadet. 

It must he in your way 1 

Cyrano. 

Nay, I am all the taller. 

A Third. 

My stomach’s hollow. 

Cyrano. 

’Faith ’twill make a fine drum to sound the assault. 

Another. 

I have a ringing in my ears. 

Cyrano. 

No, no, ’tis false; a hungry stomach has no ears. 


Another. 

Oh to eat something—something oily I 

Cyrano 

[ptUling off the Cadet’s helmet and holding 
it out to him]. 

Behold your salad ! 

Another. 

What, in God’s name, can we devour T 
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Cyrano 

[throwing him the book which he is carrying^ 

The Iliad, 

Anothkr. 

The first minister in Paris has his four meals a day 1 

Cyrano. 

^Twerc courteous an he sent you a few partridges I 

Thk Same. 

And why not ? with wine too 1 

Cyrano. 

A little Burgundy, Richelieu, vous plait I 

The Same, 

He could send it by one of his friars. 

Cyrano. 

Ay ! by His Eminence Joseph himsell 

Another. 

I am as ravenous as an ogre I 

Cyrano. 

Eat your patience, then. 

The First Cadet 
[shrugging his shoulders] 

Always your pointed word I 

Cyrano. 

Ay, pointed words! 

I would fain die thus, some soft summer eve, 
Making a pointed word for a good cause. 

—To make a soldiePs end by soldiePs sword, 
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Wielded by some brave adversary—die 
On blood-stained turf, not on a fever-bed, 

A point upon my lips, a point within my heart 

OiiiKS FROM All. 

I’m hungry! 

Cyrano 

[crossm^ his arms]. 

All your thoughts of meat aii<l dank ! 
Bertrand the fifer !—you were shcphenl once,— 
Draw from its double leathern case your fife, 

Play to these greedy, guzzling soldiers. Play 
Old country airs with plaintive rhythm recurring, 
Where lurk sweet echoes of the dear home-voices, 
l<lach note of which calls like a little sister, 

Those airs slow, slow ascending, as the smoke-wreaths 
Rise from the hearthstones of our native hamlets, 
'^rheir music strikes the ear like Oascon patois I , , , 
[T/jc old man scats himself, and yets his 
Jlnte ready.^ 

Your ilute was now a warrior in durance; 

But on its stem your fingers are a-dancing 
A bird-like minuet! O flute ! Remember 
That flutes were made of reeds first, not laburnum ; 
Make us a music pastoral days recalling— 

The soul-time of your youth, in country pastures 1,. 

[The old man begins to play the airs 
of Langnedoc.'\ 

Hark to the music, Gascons ! . , . ’Tis no longer 
The piercing fife of camp—but ’neath his fingers 
The flute of the woods ! No more the cad to combat, 
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*Tis now the love-song of the wandering goat* 

herds! . . . 

Hark !... ’tis the valley, the wet landeSy the forest, 
The sunburnt shepherd-boy with scarlet hereto 
The dusk of evening on the Dordogne river,— 

Tis Gascony ! Hark, Gascons, to the music I 

[The Cadets sit with bowed heads; their eyes have 
a fcvr-off look as if dreaming^ and they snr- 
reptitiously wipe away their tears with their 
cuffs and the corner of their do ales. 

Carbon 

\to Ctrano in a whisp&r\ 

But you make them weep 1 

Cyrano. 

Ay, for home sickness. A nobler pain than 
hunger,—’tis of the soul, not of the body! I am 
well pleased to see their pain change its viscera. 
Heart-ache is better than stomach-ache. 

Carbon. 

But you weaken their courage by playing thus on 
their heart-strings ! 

ClRANO 

[making a sign to a drvmmer to approacK\. 

Not I. The hero that sleeps in Gascon blood is 
ever ready to awake in them. ’Twould suffice . , , 
[He makes a signal; the drum heats.l 

All the Cadets 
[stand up and rush to take arm,^. 

What ? What is it ? 
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Ctrano 

You see 1 One roll of the drum is enough 1 Good¬ 
bye dreams, regrets, native land, love. ... All that 
the pipe called forth the drum has chased away ! 

A Cadet 

\loohing towards the hack of the stag^ 

Ho, here comes Monsieur de Quiche. 

All the Cadets 
\m.utt&ring\ 

Ugh I . . . Ugh 1 . . . 

Cyrano 

[siniling], 

A flattering welcome ! 

A Cadet. 

We are sick to death of him ! 

Another Cadet. 

—With his lace collar over his armour, playing the 
flne gentleman 1 

Another. 

As if one wore linen over steel 1 


The First. 

It were good for a bandage had he boils on his 
neck. 


The Second. 

Another plotting courtier J 
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Another Cadet. 

His uncle's own nephew 1 

Carbon. 

For all that—a Gascon. 

(« 

The First. 

Ay, false Gascon 1 . . . trust him not. . . Gascons 
should ever be crack*brained. . . . Nought more 
dangerous than a rational Gascon. 


Le Bret. 

How pale he is ! 

Another. 

Oh ! he is hungry, just like us poor devils; but 
under his cuirass, with its fine gilt nails, his stomach¬ 
ache glitters brave in the sun. 

Cyrano 

[hurriedly]. 

Let us not seem to suffer either ! Out with your 
cards, pipes, and dice. . . . 

[AU begin sirreading out the games on the dnims^ 
the stools^ the ground^ and on their cloajcsj 
and light long pipes.] 

And I shall read liescartes. 
[He vialks wp and doum, reading a little hook 
which he has drawn from his pocket. 
Tableau. Enter De Guiche. All (qypear 
absorb^ and hajqvy. He is very pale. 
He goes up to Carbon.] 
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SCENE IV 


The Same De Guichb. 


Be Guiche 
{to Carbon], 

Good-day! 

{They examiru each other. Aside, with 
satisfaction.'\ 

Ho green. 

Carbon 

[aside^. 

He has nothing left but eyes. 


Be Guiche 


[looMny at the Cadets]. 

Here are the rebels ! Ay, Sirs, on all sides 
I hear that in your ranks you scoff at me ; 
That the Cadets, these loutish, mountain-bred. 
Poor country squires, and barons of Perigord, 
Scarce find for me—their Colonel—a disdain 
Sufficient ! call me plotter, wily courtier ! 

It does not please their mightiness to see 
A point-lace collar on my steel cuirass,— 

And they enrage, because a man, in sooth, 
May be no ragged-robin, yet a Gascon 1 
{SUence. All smohe and play.^ 

ShalL I command your Captain punish you ? 
No. 

Carbon. 


I am free, moreover,—will not punish 
Be Guiche. 


Ah! 


O 
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Cabbon. 


I have paid my company—’tis mine. 

I bow but to headquarters. 

De Guiohb. 

So ?—In faith I 

That will suffice. 

[Addressing himself to the Cadets.] 

I can despise your taunts; 
'Tis well known how I bear me in the war; 

At Bapaume, yesterday, they saw the rage 
With wliicli I beat back the Count of Bucquoi; 
Assembling my own men, I fell on his, 

And charged three separate times 1 


Cyrano 

[withovi lifting his eyes from his hool ^. 

And your white scarf ? 
Ue Guiche 

[surjn'ued and gratijisd]. 

You know that detail ?. . . Troth ! it happened thus ; 
While caracoling to recall the troops 
For the third charge, a band of fugitives 
Bore me with them, close by the hostile ranks : 

I was in peril —capture, sudden death!— 

When I thought of the good expedient 
To loosen and let fall the scarf which told 
My military rank ; thus I contrived 
—Without attention waked—to leave the foes, 

And suddenly returning, reinforced 

With my own men, to scatter them 1 And now, 

—What say you, Sir ? 

[The Cadets pretend not to be listening ^ but the 
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car an-f? the dice-hoxes remmn suspended in 
their hands^ the smoke of their pipes in their 
cheeks. They loait^ 

Ctrano. 

I say, that Henri Quatre 
Had not, by any dangerous odds, been forced 
To strip himself of his white helmet plume. 

[Silent delight. The cards fall, the dice rattle. 
The smoke is puffed.^ 

De Guichb. 

The ruse succeeded, though 1 

[Same suspension of play, e^c.] 

Ctrano. 

Oh, may be ! But 

One does not lightly abdicate the honour 
To serve as target to the enemy. 

[Cards, dice, fall again, and the Cadets smoke 
with evident delight^ 

Had I been present when your scarf fell low, 

—Our courage, Sir, is of a dilforent sort— 

I would have picked it up and put it on. 

Db Guiche. 

Oh, ay 1 Another Gascon boast 1 

Cyrano. 

A boast ? 

Ijend it to me. I pledge myself, to-night., 

—With it across my breast,—to lead th’ assault. 
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De Guichb. 

Another Gascon vaunt 1 You know the scarf 
Lies with the enemy, upon the brink 
Of the stream,... the place Is riddled now with shot,— 
No one can fetch it hither 1 

Cyrano 

\draAoing the scarf from his pockety and 
holding it out to him^. 

Here it is. 

[Silence. The Cadets stifle (heir laughter in 
their cards and dice-boxes. De Guiche 
turns and looks at them; they instantly 
become grave, and set to play. One of them 
whistles indifferently the air fast played by 
(he fifer.'\ 


De Guiche 
[taking the scar/j. 

I thank you. It will now enable me 
To make a signal,—that I had forborne 
To make—till now. 

[He goes to the ra/mpoH, climbs it, and waves 
the scarf thrice.'l 

All. 

What^s that? 

The Sentinel 

[ from the top of the ra/mpari]. 

See you yon man 

Down there, who runs ? . . . 
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Db Guiche 
\dcscmdinq\. 

’Tis a false Spanish spy 
Who is extremely useful to my ends. 

The news he carries to the enemy 

Are those I prompt him with—so, in a word, 

We have an influence on their decisions ! 


Scoundrel I 


Cyrano. 


Db Guiciie 

[carelessly knotting on his scarf \ 

*Tis opportune. What were we saying ? 
Ah I I have news for you. Last evening 
—To victual us—the Marshal did attempt 
A final effort:—secretly he went 
To Dourlens, where the King’s provisions be. 

But—to return to camp more easily— 

He took with him a goodly force of troops. 

Those who attacked us now would have fine sport I 
Half of the army’s absent from the camp ! 


Carbon. 

Ay, if the Spaniards knew, ’twere ill for us, 
But they know nothing of it ? 


Db Guiche. 

Oh ! they know. 


They will attack us. 


Carbon. 

Ah! 
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De Guiche. 

For my false spy 

Came to warn me of their attack. He said, 

* I can decide the point for their assault ; 

Where would you have it ? I will tell them ’tis 
The least defended—they ’ll attempt you there.' 

I answered, ‘ Good. Go out of camp, but watch 
My signal. Choose the point from whence it comes. 

Carbon 
\to Cadets]. 

Make ready 1 

[All rise ; sounds of swords and belts being 

buckled.'] 

De Guiche. 

'Twill be in an hour. 


First Cadet. 

Good 1 . , , 

[They all sit down again and take up their games.] 

Be Guichf 
[^0 Carbon]. 

Time must bo gained. The Marshal will return. 

Carbon. 

How gain it ? 

De Guiche, 

You will all be good enough 
To let yourselves be killed. 

Cyrano. 

Vengeance ! oho! 
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Db Guighe. 

1 do not say that, if I loved you well, 

1 had chosen you and yours,—but, as things stand, 
—Your courage yielding to no corps the palm— 

I serve my King, and serve my grudge as well. 

Cyrano. 

Permit that 1 express my gratitude . . . 

De Guichel 

I know you love to fight again-st fivescore ; 

You will not now complain of paltry odds. 

[Z7e goes up with Oardon.] 

Cyrano 
\lo Cadets]. 

We shall add to the Gascon coat of arms. 

With its six bars of blue and gold, one more— 

The blood-red bar that was a-missing there ! 

[Db Guiche speaks in a low voice with Carbon 
at the back. Orders are given. Frepora¬ 
tions go forward. Cyrano goes up io CnHi.s- 
TiAN, who stands with crossed anns.] 

Cyrano 

[putting his hand on Christian’s shoulder}. 
Christian 1 

Christian 
[shaking his hecul]. 

Roxane I 

Cyrano. 

Alas 1 
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Christian. 

At least, I’d send 

My heart’s farewell to her in a fair letter ! . . . 

Cyrano. 

1 had suspicion it would be io-day, 

[He draws a letter out of his doublet.} 

And had already writ . . . 

Christian. 

Show 1 


Holdl 


Cyrano. 


Will you . . . 1 
Christian. 

[taking the letter}. 


[He opens and reads it.} 


Ay 1 


Cyrano. 

What ? 

Christian. 

This little spot 1 


Cyrano 

[taking the letter, vdth an innocent look}. 

A spot 1 

Christian. 

A tear I 

Cyrano. 


Poets, at last,—^by dint of counterfeiting— 
Take counterfeit for true—that is the charm 1 
This farewell letter,—^it was passing sad, 

\ wept myself in writing it I 
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Christian. 

Wept? why? 

Cyrano. 

Oh ! . . . death itself is hardly terrible, . . . 

—But, ne’er to see her more I That is death’s sting I 
—For . . . T shall never . . . 

[Christian looks at him.'] 

We shall . . , 
IQuickly.] 

I mean, you . . 

Christian 

[snatching the Utter from him]. 

Give me that letter 1 

[A rumour, far off in the camjp.] 

Voica OF Sentinel. 

Who goes there ? Hallo ! 
[Shots — voices— canriage-hdls.] 

Carbon. 

What is it! 

A Sentinel 
[on the rampart\ 

’Tis a carriage I 

[All rush to see.] 

Cries. 

In the camp ? 

It enters I—It comes from the enemy I 
—Fire!—No I —The coachman cries I—What does ho 

Bay I 

—‘ On the King’s service 1 * 

[Every one is on the rampart, staring. The 
bells come Tiea/rer.] 
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De Guiche. 

The Kiog’s service ? How 1 
[All descend and draw up in line.’\ 

Carbon. 

Uncover, all 1 

De Guiche. 

The King^s 1 Draw up in line I 
Let him describe his curve as it behts ! 

[The carriage enters at full speed covered with 
dust and mud. The curtains are drawn 
close. Two lackeys behind. It is pulled up 
suddenly.^ 

Carbon. 

Beat a salute 1 

[A roll of drums. The Cadets uncover.'] 

Dk Guiche. 

Lower the carriage-steps 1 
[Two Cadets rush forward. The door opens.] 

Koxane 

[Jumping down from the carriage]. 

Good-day 1 

[All are homing to the ground^ hut at the so^ind 
of a woman^s voice every head is instantly 
raised.] 

SCENE V 
The Same. Koxane. 


De Guiche. 
On the King’s service I You ? 
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Boxane. 

Ay,—King Love’s! Wliat other king? 

Ctrano 

Great God I 

Christian 
[rushing forwa/i'd]. 

Why have you come ? 

Boxane. 

This siege —’tis too long 1 

Christian. 

But why ? . . . 

Boxane. 

1 will tell you all! 

Cyrano 

[whoj at the sound of her voice, has stood still, 
rooted to the ground, afraid to raise his 
eyes^. 

My God 1 dare I look at her ? 

De Guiche. 

You cannot remain here ! 

Boxane 

[merrily]. 

But I say yes I Who will push a drum hither for 
me ? seats herself on the drum they roll forward,] 
So 1 I thank you. laughs.] My carriage was fired 
at [jproudly] by the patrol 1 Look ! would you not 
think ’twas made of a pumpkin, like Cinderella’s 
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chariot in the tale,—and the footmen out of rats 
[Sending a kiss with her lips to Christiak.] Good- 
morrow ! [Examining them all.'] You look not 
meny, any of you 1 Ah ! know you that *tis a long 
road to get to Arras? [Seeing Cyrano.] Cousin, 
delighted! 

Cyrano 

[coming up to her]. 

But how, in Heaven’s name ? . - , 

Roxane. 

How found I tho way to the army ? It was simple 
enough, for I had hut to pass on and on, as far as I 
saw tlie country laid waste. Ah ! what horrors were 
there! Had I not seen, then I could never have 
believed it I Well, gentlemen, if such be the service 
of your King, I ould faiuer serve mine 1 

Cyrano. 

But ’tis sheer madness! Where in the fiend’s 
name did you get through ? 

Roxank. 

Where ? Through the Spanish lines. 

First Cadet. 

—For subtle craft, give me a woman! 

De Guiohe. 

But how did you pass through their lines ? 

Le Bret. 

Faith I that must have been a hard matter t 


• » t 
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Roxane. 

None too hard. I but drove quietly forward in 
my carriage, and when some hidalgo of haughty mien 
would have stayed me, lo ! I showed at the window 
my sweetest smile, and these Senors being (with no 
disrespect to you) the most gallant gentlemen in the 
world,—I passed on ! 

Carbon. 

True, that smile is a passport! But you must 
have been asked frequently to give an account of 
where you were going, Madame % 

Roxane. 

Yes, frequently. Then I would answer, ‘ I go to 
see my lover.* At that word the very fiercest 
Spaniard of them all would gnively shut the carriage- 
door, and, with a gesture that a king might envy, 
make signal to his men to lower the muskets levelled 
at me ;—then, with melancholy but withal very grace¬ 
ful dignity—his beaver held to the wind that the 
plumes might flutter bravely, he would bow low, 
saying to me, ‘ Pass on, Senorita 1 * 

Christian. 

But, Roxane , . . 


Roxane. 

Forgive me that I said, ‘ my lover * I But bethink 
you, had 1 said ‘ my husband * not one of them had 
let me pass 1 

Christian. 

But . . . 
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What ails you 1 


Roxane. 


De Guiciie. 

You must leave this place ! 


Roxane. 


11 


Cyrano. 


And that instantly 1 


No time to lose. 


Le Bret. 


Christian. 


Indeed, you must. 

Roxane. 

But wherefore must I ? 


CnaiBTiAN 

[f'mbarrassed]. 

Tis that . . , 

Cyrano 
[the same], 

—In three quarters of an hour • « 

Be GoicnB 
[the scmie]. 

—Or four . . . 

Carbon 
[the same\. 

It were best . . . 
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Le Bret 
\the same]. 

You might , • . 

Roxanb. 

You are going to fight ?—I stay here. 

All. 

No, no 1 

Roxane. 

He is my imsband! [She throws herself into 
Christian’s arms.] They shall kill us both togetlier! 

Christian. 

Why do you look at mo thus ? 

Roxane. 

I will tell you why ! 

Db GuiCfHE 
[in despair]. 

’Tis a post of mortal danger ! 

Roxane 
[turning round]. 

Mortal danger 1 

Cyrano. 

Proof enough, that he has put us here I 

Roxane 
[to Be Guiche]. 

So, Sir, you would have made a widow of me 1 

Be Guiche. 

Nay, on my oath . . 
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Boxanb. 

I will not go 1 I am reckless now, and I shall not 
stir from here !—Besides, ^tis amusing I 

CrRANO. 

Oh-ho ! So our prdcieuse is a heroine 1 

Roxane. 

Monsieur de Bergerac, I am your cousin. 

A Cadet. 

We will defend you well! 

Roxanb 

[more and more excited], 

I have no fear of that, my friends ! 

Another 
[in ecstaBy]. 

The whole camp smells sweet of orris-root I 

Koxane, 

And, by good luck, I have chosen a hat that will 
suit well with the battle-field ! 

[Looking at De Guichb.] 

But were it not wisest that the Count retire? 
They may begin the attack. 

Db Guichb, 

That is not to be brooked 1 I go to inspect the 
cannon, and shall return. You have still time- 
think better of it! 

Boxanb. 

[De Guichb goee out] 


Never! 
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SCENE VI 

The Same, all hnt De Guiciik 

Christian 
[enir eating ly\ 

Roxane! 

Roxane. 

No! 

First Cadet 

\to the otheT&\ 

She stays ! 

All 

\Jhurryingy hustling each other^ tidying them¬ 
selves]. 

A comb!—Soap!—My uniform is torn !- - A needle I 
—A ribbon !—Lend your mirror 1—My cufls !—Your 
curling-iron 1—A razor ! . . . 

Roxan k 

[to Ctkano, who still 'pleads with her]. 

No 1 Nought shall make me stir from this spot! 

Carbon 

[ttf/io, like the others., has been buckling, dusting, 
lymshing his hat, settling the plume, and draw¬ 
ing on his cuffs, advances to Roxane, and 
ceremonio'usly]. 

Tt is perchance more seemly, since things are 
thus, that I present to you some of these gentlemer 

V 
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who are about to have the honour of dying before 
your eyes. 

[Roxanb and stands leaning on Christian’s 
arm, while CAiinoN introduces the Cadets to 
herJ] 

Baron de Poyreacous de Colignac I 

The Cadet 
[with a low reverence\ 

Madame . . . 

Carbon 

[continuing\ 

Baron de Casterac de Cahuzac,—Vidame de 
Malgouyre Estressac L^abas d’Escarabiot, Chevalier 
d’Antitrnac—Juzet, Baron Hillot de Blagnac— 
Saldchan de (Jaatel Orabioules . . . 

Hoxank. 

But how many names have you each ? 

Baron Hillot. 

Scores 1 

Carbon 
[to Roxane]. 

Pray, open the hiUid that holds your kerchief, 

Roxane 

[opeTis her hand^ and the handkerchief falls^. 
Why ? 

[The whole comparvy start forward to pick 

it wp.] 
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Carbon 

[quickly raising it]. 

My company had no flag. But now, by my faith, 
they will have the fairest in all the camp ! 

Roxane 

[smiling]. 

Tis somewhat small. 

Carbon 

[tying the handkerchief on the staff of his 

lance]^ 

But—*tia of lace I 

A Cadet 
[to the rest]. 

I could die happy, having seen so sweet a face, 
if 1 had something in my stomach—were it but a nut 1 

Carbon 

[who has overheard^ indignanthj]. 

Shame on yon ! What, talk of eating when a 
lovely woman ... I 

Roxane. 

But your camp air is keen ; 1 myself am famished ; 
Pasties, cold fricassie, old wines — there is my bill of 
fare I Pray bring it all here. 

[Consternation. ] 

A Cadet. 

All that? 

Anotukr. 

But where on earth And it ? 
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Roxank 

\(iui6tly\ 

la my carriage. 

All. - 

Howl 

Roxank. 

Now nerve up—carve ! Look a little closer at iiiy 
coachman, g entlemen, and you will recognise a man 
most welcome. All the sauces can be sent to table 
hot, if we will! 

Tub Cadets 

[rushing pell-mell to the carriage]. 

’Tis llagueneau 1 [Acclamations.] Oh, oh I 

Roxane 

[looking after them]. 

Poor fellows 1 

Cyrano 

[kissing h*r haml]. 

Kind fairy ! 

Raguenead 

[standing on the box like a qnach doctof 
at a fair]. 

Gentlemen ! . . . 

[General delight.] 

The Cadets. 


Rravo! bravo I 
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Raqubneatt. 

. . . The Spaniards, gazing on a lady so dainty 
fair, overlooked the fare so dainty ! . . . 

\Applauu,'\ 


Cyrano 

[m a whisper to Christian], 
Hark, Christian 1 


Ragueneau. 

. . . And, occupied with gallantry, perceived not— 
[He draws aplate/rorn, under the seat, and holds it 
—the galantine t . . . 

[Applause. The galantine passes from hand 

to hand.^ 

Cyrano 

[still whispering to Christian], 

Prythee, one word! 


Ragueneau. 

And Venus so attracted their eyes that Diana 
could secretly pa.ss by with— [He holds up a shoulder 
of mutton] —her fawn 1 

[Enthusiasm. Twenty hamis are held out to seize 
the shoulder of mutton.] 

Cyrano 

[in a lower whisper to Christian], 

1 must speak to you 1 
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Roxane 

[to the Cadets, who come down, their a/rms 
laden with foo<£]. 

Put it «all on the ground ! 

[She lays all out on the grass, aided by the two 
imperturbable lackeys who were behind the 
carriage^] 


" Roxane 

[to OiiRiRTiAN, just as OiRANO is drawing 
him apart']. 

Come, make yourself of use ! 

[Christian comes to help her. Cyrano’s 
uneasiness hicreases.] 

Raouenbau. 

Truffled peacock I 

First Cadet 

[radia7it, coming down, chitting a big 
slice of ham]. 

By the mass ! We shall not bravo the last hazard 
without having had a guU*it-fnll 1 —[qiiickly correct¬ 
ing himself on seeing Roxane] — Pardon I — a 
Bal thazar - feast! 


Raoubneau 

[throwing down the carriage cushions]. 

The cushions are stuffed with ortolans t 

[Hubbub. They tear open and turn out the 
contents of the cushions. Bursts of laughter 
— merrimerU.] 
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Raqueneau 

[throwing doivn to the Cadets bottles 
of red mne]. 

Flasks of rubies 1— [and white toine"] —Flasks of 
topaz 1 

Roxane 

[throwing a folded tablecloth at Cyrano’s head]. 

Unfold me that napkin! — Como, come 1 be 
nimble t 

Ragdeneau 
\ioaving a lantern]. 

Each of the carriage-lan!ips is a little larder 1 

Cyrano 

[in a low voice to Ciiristjan, as they arrange 
the doth together]. 

I must speak with you ere you speak to her. 

Raqueneau. 

My whip-handle is an Arles sausage I 

Roxane 

[pouring out wine, helping] 

Since we are to die, let the rest of the army shift 
for itself. All for the Gascons I And maj k ! if 
De Guiche comes, let no one invite him ! 

[^Groing from one to the other.] 

There I there ! You have time cnungb 1 Do 
not eat too fast!—Drink a little.—Why are vou 
crying ? 

First Cadet. 

Tt is all so good ! . « 
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Roxa^k. 

Tut!—Red or white?—Some bread for Monsieur 
de Carbon 1—a knife ! Pass your plate 1—a little of 
the crust ? Some more ? Let me help you 1—Some 
champagne ?—A wing ? 

Cyrano 

follows hei\ his arms laden with dishes^ 
helping her to wait on everybody]. 

How T worship her ! 

Roxane 

[going up to Christian], 

What will you ? 

Christian, 

Nothing. 

RiJXANR. 

Nay, nay, tako this biscuit, steeped in muscat; 
come 1 . . . but two drops I 


Christian 
[trying to detain her]. 

Oh ! toll mo why you cauie? 

Roxane. 

Wait, niy first duty is to these poor fellows.— 
Hush 1 In a few minutes . . , 


Le Bret 

[who had gone up to pass a loaf on the end of a 
lance to the sentry on the rampaH]. 

De Guiche 1 
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Cyrano. 

Quick I hide flasks, plates, pie-dishes, game- 
baskets I Hurry !—Let us all look unconscious I 

\To Ragueneau.] 

Up on your seat!—Is everything covered up ? 

[In an instant all has been pushed into the tenU^ 
or hidden under doublets, cloaks, and heavers. 
He Guiche enters hurriedly,—stops suddenly, 
sniffing the air. Silence.] 

SCENE VII 

The Same. He Guiche. 

I)e Guiche. 

It smells good here. 

A Cadet 
[fiumming]. 

Lo 1 lo-lo ! 

He Guiche 
{looking at him]. 

What is the matter?—You are very red ! 

The Cadet. 

The matter?—Nothing!—’Tis my blood—boiling 
at the thought of the coming battle I 

Another, 

Poum, poum—poum . . . 

He Guiche 
{tumdng round]. 


What ’b that ? 
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The Cadet 
[slightly drunk]. 

Nothing I . . . ’Tis a song!—a little . . 

Pe Guicre. 

You are merry, ray friend ! 

The Cadet. 

The approach of danger is intoxicating I 

De Guiche 

[calling Carbon de Castel-Jalodx, to 
give him an order]. 

Captain II... 

[Tie stops short on seeing him.] 

Plague take me I but you look bravely, too I 

Carbon 

[crimson in the face, hiding a bottle behind 
his bach, with an evasive movement]. 

Oh I . . . 

De Gdiche. 

I have one cannon left, and have had it carried 
here— [He points behind the scenes] —in tliat comer ; 
. . , Your men can use it in case of need. 

A Cadet 
[reeling slightly]. 

Charming attention! 

Another 

[with a gracious smile]. 

Kind solicitude! 
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De Guiche. 

How ? they are all gone crazy 1 

[Drily.'] 

As you are not used to cannon, beware of the 
recoil. 


Pooh I 


First Cadet. 


Be Guiche 

[fxiriouSj going np to him]. 

But . . . 


The Cadet. 

Gbiscon cannons never recoil 1 


Be Guiche 

[taking him by the a/rm and shaking him] 
You are tipsy !—but what with ? 

The Cadet 
[grandiloquently], 

—With the smell of powder I 


Be Guiche 

[shrugging his shoulders and pushing him 
away, then going quickly to jRoxane]. 

Briefly, Madame, what decision do you deign to 


take? 


I stay here. 
You must fly I 


Roxane. 
Be Guiche. 


No 1 I will stay. 


Roxane. 



236 CYJiANO DE BEE GEE AC 

De Guiche. 

Since things are thus, give me a musket, one of 
you 1 

Carbon. 

Wherefore ? 

De Guiche. 

Because 1 too—mean to remain. 

CniANO. 

At last 1 This is true valour. Sir ! 

First Cadet. 

Then you are a Gascon after all, spite of your lace 
collar ? 

Koxane. 

What is all this V 

De Guiche. 

I leave no woman in peril. 

Second Cadet 
[to the First]. 

Hark you I Think you not we might give him 
something to eat 1 

[All the viands reappear as if by magic.'] 

De Guiche 
[whose eyes spa/ricle]. 

Victuals 1 

The Third CADr^T. 

Yes, you ’ll see them coining from und^ft* every coat 1 

De Guiche 

[controlling himself haughtily]. 

Do you think I will eat your leavings 1 
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Cyrano 
Isalutiiig Wm]. 

You make progress. 

Dk Guichk 

[jproiidly, wiih a light touch of accent 
on the word ‘ breaking ']. 

I will fight without br-r-eakiug my fast! 

First Cadbt 
\ioild with delight], 

Br-r-r-eaking ! He has got the accent I 

Be Guiciib 

[laughing]. 

I? 

The Cadet. 

’Tifl a Gascon! 

[All begin to da^ice.] 

Carbon de Castel-Jaloux 

[who had disappeared behind the rampart^ 
reappearing on the ridge], 

I have drawn my pikemen up in line. They are a 
resolute troop. 

[He points to a row of pikes^ the tops of which 
are seen over the ridge,] 

De Gcjiche 
[bowing to Roxane]. 

Will you accept my hand, and accompany me 
while I review them ? 

[She takes it^ and they go up towards the rampart. 
All uncover and follow them.] 
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Christiak 

[going to Cyrano, mgerly]. 

Tell me quickly I 

Roxanb appea/ra on the ridge^ the tops of the 
lances disappear^ lowered for the salute^ and 
a th/out is raised. She hows^ 

The Pikemen 
[pvtsid^. 

Vivat! 

Christian, 

What is this secret ? 

Cyrajio, 

If Roxane should . . . 

Christian. 

Should? , . , 

Ct rano. 

Speak of the letters ? . . . 

Christian. 

Yes ! I know ! . . . 

Cyrano. 

Do not spoil all by seeming surprised . . . 

Christian. 

At what ? 

Cyrano. 

I must expliin to you! . . . Oh! ’tis no great 
matter,—I but thought of it to-day on seeing her, 
Youhaye . . . 
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Christian. 

Tell quickly 1 

Cyrano. 

You have , . , written to her oftener than you 
think. . . . 

Christian. 

How so ? 

Cyrano. 

Thus, 'faith 1 I had taken it in lujid to express 
your flame for you ! . . . At times I wrote without 
saying, ‘I am writing’! 


Ah! . , , 


Christian. 


Cyrano. 

’Tis simple enough 1 


Christian. 

But how did you contrive, since we have heen cut 
off, thus . . . to? . . . 


Cyrano. 

. . . Oh ! before dawn ... I was able to get 
through . . . 

Christian 
[folding his arms]. 

That was simple too ? And how oft, pray you, 
have I written ?. . . Twice in the week?, . . Three 
times? . . , Four? . . . 


More often still. 


Cyrano. 
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Christian. 

What! Every day ? 

Cyrano. 

Yes, every day,—twice, 

Christian 

[violently]. 

And that became so mad a joy for you, that you 
braved death . . . 

Cyrano 

[seeing Hoxane returning]^ 

Hush ! Not before her ! 

[He goes hurriedly into his te^d.] 

SCENE VIII 

Hoxane, Christian. Tn the distance Cadets 
coming and going. Carbon and De Guiciik 
give orders. 

Hoxane 

[running up to Christian], 

Ah, Christian, at last! . . , 

Christian 
[taking her hands]. 

Now teU me why— 

Why, by these fearful paths so perilous— 

Across these ranks of ribald soldiery, 

You have come 1 

Hoxane. 

Love, your letters brought me here ! 
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Christian. 

What say you ? 

Roxane. 

’Tis your fault if I ran rishs ! 
Your letters turned my head! Ah! all this montli, 
How many I—and the last one ever bettered 
The one that went before ! 


Christian. 

What!—for a few 

Inconsequent love-letters 1 

Roxane. 

Hold your ptaice ! 

Ah ! you cannot conceive it! Ever since 
That night, when, in a voice all now to me, 

Under my window you revealeii your soul— 

Ah ! over since I have adored you ! Now 
Your letters all this whole month long !—meseemed 
As if I heard that voice so tender, true, 

Sheltering, close ! Thy fault, I say ! It drew me, 
The voice o’ th’ night I Oh ! w ise Penelope 
Would ne’er have stayed to broider on her hcarth- 

slono, 

If her Ulysses could have writ such lettt>rs ! 

But would have cast away her silken bobbins, 

And tied to join hini, mad for love as Helen t 


But . . . 


Christian. 


Roxane. 


I read, read again — grew faint for love ; 
I was thine utterly. Each separate page 

Q 
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Was like a fluttering flower-petal, loosed 
From your own soul, and wafted thus to mine. 
Imprinted in each burning word was love 
Sincere, all-powerful . . . 


Christian. 

A love sincere I 

Can that be felt, Roxane ? 

Roxanb. 

Ay, that it can I 

Christian. 

You come . . .? 

Roxanb. 

O Christian, my true lord, I come- 
(VVcre I to throw myself, here, at your knees, 

You would raise mo—but ’tis my soul I lay 
At your feet- -you can raise it nevermore I) 

—I come to crave your pardon. (Ay, 'tis time 
To sue for pardon, now that death may come !) 

For the insult done to you when, frivolous, 

At first I loved you only for your face I 

Christian 

[horror-stricken]. 

Roxfine! 

Roxane. 

And later, love -less frivolous — 

Like a bird that spreads its wings, but cannot fly— 
Arrested by your beauty, by your soul 
Drawn close —I loved for both at once 1 
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Christian. 

And now ? 

Roxane. 

Ah 1 you yourself have triumphed o’er yourself, 
And now, I love you only for your soul I 


Roxane 1 


Christian 
[ste'p'ping bachward8\ 


Roxane. 

Be happy. To be loved for beauty— 

A poor disguise that time so soon wears threadbare— 
Must be to noble souls—to souls aspiring— 

A torture. Your dear thoughts have now effacM 
That beauty that so won me at the outset. 

Now I see clearer—and I no more see it 1 


Christian. 

Oh I , , , 

Roxane. 

You are doubtful of such victory? 

Christian 

[pained]. 

Roxane1 

Roxane. 

T see you cannot yet believe it. 
Such love ... 1 

Christian. 

I do not ask such love as that! 
I would be loved more simply ; for . . . 
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Roxanjs. 

For that 

Which they have all in turns loved in thee ?—Shame 
Oh 1 be loved henceforth in a better way 1 

Christian. 

No 1 the first love was best! 


Roxane. 

Ah I how you err 1 

’Tis now that I love best—love well! ''I’is that 
Which is thy true self, see !—that I adore 1 
Were your brilliance dimmed . . . 

Christian. 

Husht 


Roxane. 


I should love still 

Ay, if your beauty should to-day depart . , • 


Say not so 1 


Christian. 

Roxane. 
Ay, I say it 1 


Christian. 

Ugly ? flow f 

Roxane. 

Ugly 1 r swear I’d love you still 1 

Christian. 

My God I 

Roxane. 

Are you content at last? 
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Christian 
[in a choked voice\ 

1 > t • 

Boxanb. 

What is wrong 9 

Christian 

[gently pushing her away\ 

Nothing.... 1 have two w ords to sayone second.. . 

RoXANJfi. 

But? • . • 

Christian 

|j)ointin<7 to the Cadets]. 

Those i)Oor fellows, shortly doomed to death,— 
My love deprives them of the sight of you : 

Go,—speak to them, smile on them ere they die 1 

Koxanb 
[deeply affected]. 

Dear Christian 1 . . . 

[iS^« goes up to the Cadets, who respectfully 
crowd round her,] 


SCENE IX 

Christian, Cyrano. At back Roxank talking 
to Carbon and some Cadets. 

Christian 

[calling towards Cyrano’s tent], 

Cyrano! 
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Cyrano 

[reappearing, fvUy armed]. 

What ? Why so pale ? 

Christian. 

She does not love me 1 

t 

Cyrano, 

What? 


Not 


Christian. 


Cyrano. 


*Tis you she loves I 


Christian. 

—For she loves me only for my soul! 
Cyrano. 

Truly? 

Christian. 

Yes ! Thus -you see, that soul is you, . . . 
Therefore, ’tis you she loves ^ — And you—love herl 


I? 


Ctrano 

Christian. 

Oh, I know it! 

Cyrano. 

Ay, ’tis true 1 

Christian. 


To madness I 


You love 
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Cyrano. 

Ay I and worse ! 

Christian. 

Then tell her so ! 

Cyrano. 

No I 

Christian. 

And why not! 

Cyrano. 

Look at my face !—be answered ! 
Christian. 

She’d love me—were I ugly. 

Cyrano. 

Said she so ? 

Christian. 

Ay ! in those words 1 

Cyrano. 

I’m glad she told you that ' 
But pooh I—believe it not! I am well pleased 
She thought to tell you. Take it not for truth. 
Never grow ugly :—she’d reproach me then I 

Christian. 

That 1 intend discovering ! 

Cyrano. 

No 1 I beg 1 
Christian. 

Ay! she shall choose between us !—Tell her all! 
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Ctrano. 

No ! no ! I will not have it I Spare me this 

CnRlSTIAN. 

Because ray face is haply fair, shall I 
Destroy your happiness ? 'Twero too unjust 1 


Cyrano. 

And T,—because by Nature’s freak I have 
I'he i^ift to say— all that perchance you feel, 
Shall I be fatal to your happiness ? 


Tell all 1 


Christian. 

Cyrano. 

It is ill done to tempt me thus ! 


Christian. 

Too long I Ve borne about within myself 
A rival to myself— T ’ll make an end I 


Cyrano. 

Christian ! 

Christian 

Onr union, without witness-secret - 
Clandestine, —can be cisily dissolved 
If we survive. 

Cyrano. 

My God !—he still persists! 
Christian. 

I will be loved myself—or not at all 1 
—111 go see what they do—there, at the end 
Of the post: speak to her, and then let her choose 
Ope of us two ! 
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Roxane 1 


Cyrano. 

It will be you 1 

Christian. 
[He calls^ 


Pray God \ 


Cyrano. 


No! no! 


Koxane 

[coming up quirUy]. 

What? 

Christian. 

Cyrano has things 

Important for your ejif. . . . 

[She hastens to Cyrano. Christian goes owf.] 


SCENE X. 

Roxane, Cyrano. Then Le Bret, Carhon de 
Castel-Jaloux, the Cadets, Ragdeneau, 
De Guiciie, etc. 

Roxane. 

Important, how ? . . . 


Cyrano 

[in despair. To Roxane]. 

He ^8 gone ! ^Tis nought! -Oh, you know how he sees 
Importance in a trifle ! 
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Boxane 

{warmly^. 

Did he doubt 

Of what I said ?—Ah yes, I saw he doubted ! 

Cyrano 

{taJcing her handl. 

But arc you sure you told him all the truth 1 

Boxane. 

Ves, I would love him were he . . . 

hesitates.'} 

CVRANO. 

Does that word 

Embarrass you before my face, Boxane ? 

Boxane. 

I . . . 

CVRANO 
[smiling sadly}. 

*T\vill not hurt me I Say it! if he were 
Ugly 1 . . . 


Boxane. 

Yes, ugly! 

[Musket-report outside.] 

Hark I I hear a shot 


Hideous I 


Cyrano 

[ardently}. 

Boxane. 
Hideous 1 yes I 
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Ctrano. 

Disfigured. 


Grotesque ? 


Roxank. 

Ctrano. 


Ay I 


Koxane. 

He could not be grotesque to me ! 


Ctrano. 

You love the same ? . . • 


Roxane. 

The same—nay, even more ! 
Ctrano 

[losing command over himself — aside\ 

My God I it’s true, perchance, love waits me there! 

\To Roxane.] 

I . . • Roxane . . . listen . . . 


Le Bret 

[entering hurriedly—to Ctrano]. 

Cyrano I 


Ctrano 

[turning round]. 
Lb Bret. 


What? 


[He whispers something to him.] 


Hush 1 
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Cyhajxo 

[letting go Boxane’s hand and eaxlaiming'] 
Ah God 1 

Koxanb. 

What is it ? 

CmANO 

[to himself — stunned\* 

All is over now. 
[Renewed reports.’] 

Boxaee. 

What is the matter? Hark ! another shot I 
[She goes np to look oidside.] 


Cyrano. 

It is too late, now I can never tell * 


Boxanb 

[trying to rusk out\. 
What has chanced ? 


CyFuANO 
[rushing to stop 
Nothing I 

[^ome Cadets enter^ trying to hide something 
they are carry mg, and close round it to 
prevent IIoxane approaching.] 


Boxane. 


And those men ? 
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Cyrano 

[draming her away]. 

Let be !- 

Roxanr. 

What wore you just about to say before ... 1 

Cyrano. 

What was I saying? Nothing now, I swear! 

[^Soleinnly.^ 

I swear that Christianas soul, his nature, were . . . 

[Hastily correcting himself.] 

Nay, that they are, the noblest, greatest , . . 

Roxane. 

Were 

[with a loud scream^ 

Oh ! 

rushes up, pashing every one aside.] 

Cyrano. 

All is over now 1 


Roxane 

[seeing Christian lyitig on the ground, 
wrapped in his cloak]. 

O Christian I 

Le Bret 
[to Cyrano]. 

Struck by the first shot of the enemy ! 

[Roxane flings herself down by Christian. 
Fresh reports of cantion—clash of arms 
clamour—heating of drums.] 
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Carbon 

\with sword in the air\. 

They come ! Yonr muskets 1 

[Follovoed by the Cadets, he pusses to the 
other side of the ramparts,'\ 

Roxanr. 

Christian 1 

The Voice of Carbon 
[from the other side^. 

Ho ! make haste 1 

Roxane. 

Christian ! 

Carbon. 

Form line I 

Roxane. 

Christian! 

Carbon. 

Handle your match / 

[Raqueneau rushes up, bringing water 
in a helmet.] 

Christian 
[in a dying voice], 

Roxane t 

Cyrano 

[quicMy, whispering into Christian’s ear, while 
Roxane distractedly tears a piece of linen 
from his breast^ which she dips into the 
water, trying to stanch the bleeding], 

I told her all. She loves you still. 
[Christian closes his eyes.] 
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Roxane. 

How, my sweet love ? 

Carbon. 

Draw ramrods ! 


Roxanr 
\to Cyrano]. 

He is aot dead ^ 

Carbon. 

Open your charges with your teeth / 


Roxane. 

Grows cold against my own I 


His cheek 


Carbon. 

Beady / Present! 

Roxank 

[seeing a letter in Christian’s doublet], 

A letter! . . . 

*Tis for me! 

[She opens it] 


Cyrano 

[aside]. 

My letter I 


Carbon. 


Fire ! 

[Musket reports — shouts—noise of battle.] 


Cyrano 

[trying to disengage his handy which Roxanb 
on her knees is holding]. 

But, Roxane, hark, they fight I 
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Roxane 

\detaiuing 

Stay yet a while. 

For he is dead. You knew him, you alone. 

[ IVeeping quietly.] 

Ah, was not his a beauteous soul, a soul 
Wondrous I 

Cyrano 

[standing up — bareheaded]. 

Ay, Roxane. 


Roxane. 

An inspired poet? 


Ay, Roxane. 


Cyrano. 


Roxane, 

And a mind sublime ? 


Cyrano. 


Oh yes. 


Roxane. 

A heart loo deep for conjinon minds to plumb, 
A spirit subtle, charming '< 


Cyrano 

[firmly]. 

Ay, Roxane. 

Roxane 

f flinging herself on the dead body]. 
Dead, my love I 
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CriiANO 

[asiitii—(hawing his sword]. 

Ay, and let me die to-day, 

Since, alJ uncoriscimiR, she mourns me—in him ' 
[♦SountZs of trumiwts in the tlistayice.] 

13 F. Guiuiif 

[^(ip]icariiKj on the riimjmrts -Imi eluiuled—with 
a wound on his forekecul—vn a voice of 
thunrler]. 

It is the signal! Trumj^et flourishes ! 

The French bring the provisions into camj> I 
Hold but the place a wlule ! 

Roxanf. 

See, there is blood 

Upon the letter - tears ! 

A Voice 

[ovtside—shoii ting]. 

Surrender 1 


Voice of Gadfts. 

No ! 

Ragdenp:aii 

[^standing on the top (f his enmage, icatchrs 
the battle over the edge of the rnmpartsX 

The danger’s ever greater ! 

Cyrano 

\to 13k Cluicn]<> pointing to Roxanf]. 

I will charge I 

Take her away ! 

Roxane 

[kissing the letter—in a half-extinguished voire]. 

O God ! his tears ! his blood ! 
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Kaquenkau 

[jumping down from the carriage and 
rushing towards her\ 

She’s swooned away 1 

I)e Guichk 

[on the rampart - to the Cadets —with fury"]. 

Stand fjist 1 


A Voice 
[outside]. 

Lay down your arms I 
The Cadets. 

No I 

Cyiiano 

[to De Guicde]. 

Now that you have proved your valour, Sir, 
[Pointing to Koxane.] 

Fly, a!id save her ! 

I)e Glitciie 

[rushing to Koxane, and carrying her 
away in his arms]. 

So he it 1 Gain but time, 

The victorv’s ouis ! 

Cyrano. 

(iood. 

[Calling out in Koxane, vdiom Ge Guiciie, aided 
by llAGUfiNKAU, is bearing away in a faint¬ 
ing co7i dilion.] 

Farewell, Koxane ! 

[Tum.'ult. Shouts. Cadets reappear^ wounded^ 
falling on the scene. (.Vrano, rushing to 
the hatih\ is stopped by Carbon dk Castke- 
Jaloltx, who is streaming with blood.] 
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Cahbon. 

We are breaking t I am wounded—wounded twice 1 

Cyuano 

[shouting to the Gascons]. 

Gascons! IIOj Gascons! Never turn your hacks! 
[To Carbon, whom he is supporting. 

Have no fear ! I have two deaths to 'iveuge : 

My friend who’s slain ;—and my dead happiness ! 

[They come dow7i — Cyrano brandishing the 
lance to which is attached Roxank’s hand¬ 
kerchief.'] 

Float there ! laced kerchief broidered with her name ! 
[lie sticks it in the groimd and shouts 
to the Cadets]. 

Fall on them., Gascons! Crush them! 

[To the Fiper.] 

Fifer, play ! 

[The fife plays. The wounded try to rise. Some 
( Jadets, falling one over the other down the 
slopef group themselves round Cyrano and 
the little fag. The carriage is crowded unth 
men inside and ouisidcj and, hristling with 
arquebuses, is turned into a fortress.] 

A Cadet 

[appearing on the crest, beaten backwards, 
but still fighting, cr/V^] 

They 're climbing the redoubt! 

[arid falls dead.] 
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Cyrano. 

Let us salute them ! 
[The rampart is covered instantly hy a formidable 
row of enemies. The standards of the Im- 
'periahsls are raises?.] 

Fire! 

[General discharge,^ 

A Cry in the Enemy’s Ranks. 

File ! 

[^1 deadly answerwg volley. The Cadets 
fall on all sirfcs.] 

A Spanish Officer 
[uncovering]. 

Who are these men who rush on death ? 
Cyrano 

[reciting, erect, amid a storm of hidlets]. 

The bold Ciolets of Gascony, 

Of Carbon of Caatel-Jalonx ! 

Brawling, swaggering boastfully, 

[fie rushes forioa^d, followed hy a few 
survivors.] 

The bold Ci^dets . . . 

[His voice is drowned in the battle.] 


Curtain. 



ACT V 

Cyrano’s Gazkttjc. 

Fifteen years later^ in 1655. Parle of the Sisters oj 
the Holy Gross in Paris. Magnificent trees. ()n 
the left the house: broad steps on to which open 
several doors. enormous plane-tree in the 

middh' of the stage, standing alone. (J7i the right, 
amongst big boxwood trees, a semicircular stone 
bench. 

The whole background of the stage is crossed bff 
an alley of chesUiut-trees leading on the right 
hand to the door of a chapel seen through the 
branches. Through the double row of trees of 
this alley are seen Invms, other alleys, clusters of 
trees, winding of the jyark, (he sky. 

The chapel oj)ens hij a little sUU-door on to a colvn- 
rifule which is wreathed with autumn leaves, and 
is lost to view a little further on in the 7'iyht- 
hand foregroxtnd behind the boxwood. 

It is autumn. AIL the foliage is red against the fresh 
green of the lawns. The green boxwood and yews 
stand out dark. 

Under each tree a patch of yellow leaves. 

The stage is strewn with dead leaves, which rustle 
under foot in the alleys, and half cover the steps 
and benches. 

Between the benches on the right hand and the tree 
a large embroidery frame,, in front of which a 
little chair has been set. 
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Baskets full of skeins and halls of wool. A tapestry 
begun. 

At the rising of the curtain nuns a/re walking to and 
fro in the park; some are seated on the bench 
around an older Bister. 

The leaves are falling. 

SCKNK I 

MOTIJhll MAUaUERITE, SlSTKll MaRTHA, SlSTER 
OijAire, other Sisters. 

Sister Martha 
[^0 Mother INlAROUERrTK]. 

Sister Claire {glanced in the raiiror, once—nay, twice. 
To see if her coif suited. 

Mother Marguerite 
[to Sister Claire]. 

Tis not well 


Sister Claire. 

But I saw Sistfr Martha take a plum 
Cut of the tart. 


Mother Marguerite 
[to Sister Martha]. 

That was ill done, my sister. 

Sister Claire. 

A little glance 1 

Sister Martha. 

And such a little plum ! 
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Mother Marguerite. 

1 shall tell this to Monsieur Cyrano. 

Sister Claire. 

Nay, prithee do not I—he will mock 1 

Sister Martha. 

We nuns are vain ! 


He ’ll say 


Sister Claire. 
And greedy I 


Mother Marguerite 
[smilingX 

Ay, and kind ! 

Sister Claire. 


Is it not true, pray, Mother Marguerite, 
That he has come, each week, on Saturday 
For ten years, to the convent! 


Mother Margueuitk. 

Ay ! and more ! 

Ever since—fourteen years ago—tin; day 

His cousin brought here, ’midst our woollen coii's, 

The worldly mourning of her widow’s veil, 

Like a blackbird’s wing among the convent doves I 


Sister Martha. 

He only has the skill to turn her mind 

From grief—unsoftened yet by Time—unliealed ! 

All the Sisters. 

He is so droll!—It’s cheerful when he comes !— 
He teases us !—But we all like him well!— 

—We make him pasties of angelica ! 
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Sjster Martha. 

But, he is not a faithful Catholic 1 

Sister Claire. 

Wo will convert him! 

The Slsters. 

Yea 1 Yes 1 

Mother Marguerite. 

I forhid, 

My (lan.i,^hter3, you attempt that subject. Nay, 
Weaiy him not—he might less oft come here I 

Sister Martha. 

But . . . God , . . 

Mother Marguerite. 

Nay, never fear ! God knows him well! 

Srs'i ER Martha. 

!»ut -evc‘ry Saturday, when he arrives, 

He tells me, ‘Sister, I eat meat on h’ridiiy ! ’ 

Mother hi augueritk. 

Ah 1 says he so ? Well, the last time he came 
Food had not passed his lips for two whole days I 

SrsTKR Martha. 

Mother! 

Mother Marguerite. 

Ho ’.s poor. 

Sister Martha. 

Who told you so, dear Mother ? 
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Mother Marguerite. 

Monsieur le Bret. 

Sister Martha. 

None help him ? 

Mother Marguerite. 

He permits not 

[In an alley at the hade Box an E appears, dressed 
in black with a vudotvs coif ami veil. He 
Guiciie, imposLinj-loolcing and visibly aged, 
walks by her side. They saunter slowly. 
Mother Marguerite rises.'] 

'Tis time we go in ; Miulaine Madeleine 
Walks in the garden with a visitor. 

Sister Martha 

\to Sister Ct.aire, in a low voice\ 

Tlie Marshal of Granimont 1 

Sister Cuajhe 
[lookiiig at kiwi]. 

»Ti.s he, I think. 

Sister Martha. 

Tis many months now since he came to see her. 

The Sister.s. 

He is so busy ! —The Court,—the camp I . , . 

Sister Cuatre. 

The ^\ or Id ! 

[They go out. De Guiche and Hoxane come 
forward in silence, ami stop close to the em¬ 
broidery frame.^ 
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SCENE II 

Roxanb ; the Dukr de Grammont, formerly Count 
DE Guiche. Then Le Bret and Raqueneau. 

The Duke. 

And you stay here still— ever vainly fair, 

Ever in weeds ? 

Eoxane. 

Ever. 


The Duke. 

Still faithful ? 

Roxane. 

Still 

The Duke. 

[after a pause]. 

Am I forgiven ? 

Roxane, 

Ay, since I am here. 

[Another pause.] 

The Duke. 

His was a soul, you say 1 . . . 

Roxane. 

Ah !—when you knew him ! 
The Duke. 

Ah, may be ! ... I, perchance, too little knew him. 
. . . And bis last letter, ever next your heart ? 

Roxane. 

Hung from this chain, a gentle scapulary. 



CYRANO DE BERGERAC ^67 

The Duse. 

And, dead, you love him still 1 

Roxane. 

At times,—meseems 

He is but partly dead,—our hearts still speak, 

As if his love, still living, wrapped me round ! 

Tub Duke 
[after another yanse\ 

Cynino conies to see you 1 

UOXANK. 

Often, ay. 

Dear, kind old friend ! Wo caU him rny ‘Gazette.’ 
He never fails to come : beneath this tree 
They place his chair, if it be fine :—I wait, 

I broider ;—the clock strikes ;—at the last stroke 
I hear,—for now I never turn to look— 

Too sure to hear his cane tap down the steps ; 

He scats himselfwith gentle raillery 
He mocks my tapestry that’s never done ; 

He tells me all the gossip of the week . . . 

[Le Duet appears on the 
Why, here’s Le Bret! 

[Le Bret descends.'] 

How goes it with our friend ? 

Le Bret. 

Ill 1—very ill. 

The Duke. 

How? 

Roxane 
[to the Duke]. 

He exaggerates ! 
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Le Bukt. 

All that I prophesied : desertion, want I . • • 

His letters now make him fresh enemies !— 
Attacking the sham nobles, sham devout, 

Sham brave,—the thieving authors,—all the world 

Roxane. 

Ah ! but his sword still holds them all in check ; 
None get the better of him. 

The Duke 
[shahirig his headl. 

I’ime will show I 

Le Bret. 

Ah, but I feur for him—not man’s attack,— 
Solitude—hunger— cold December days, 

I’liat wolf-like steal into his chamber drear :— 

Lo ! the assassins that I fear for him 1 
Each day he tightens by one hole his belt : 

That poor nose—-tinted like old ivory . 

He has retained one shabby suit of serge. 

’Phe Duke. 

Ay, there is on(5 who has no prize of Eortune !— 
Yet is not to be jjitied ! 

Le Bret 

[wUh a hitter smile']. 

My Lord Marshal I , , 

The Duke. 

Pity him not! He, has lived out his vows, 

Free in his thoughts, as in his actions free ! 
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Lb Bret 

\itL the same tone\ 

My Lord 1 . . . 

The Duke 
\liaughtily\, 

True ! I have all, and he ban nought; . . . 
Yet I were proud to take his hand t 
\^Howing to Koxane.] 

Adieu ! 

Koxane. 

I go with you. 

[^The Duke hows to Le Bret, a?id goes vnth 
Koxane towards the stips.] 

The Duke 

[pai£si‘7Lg, while she goes i/jo.] 

Ay, true, -I envy him. 

Look you, when life is brimful of success 
—Though the pii.st hold no action foul—one feels 
A thousanrl self-disgusts, of which the sum 
Is not remorse, but a dim, vague unrest ; 

And, as one nmunt.s the steps of worhlly fame, 

The Dukes’ furred mantles trail within their fohh 
A sound of dead illusions, vain regrets, 

A rustle— scarce a whisper,—like as vheti, 
Mounting the teiTace steps, your mourning robe 
Sw'ceps in its train the dying autumn leaves. 

Koxane 

[ironically]. 

You arc pensive ? 



270 


CYRANO DE BERGERAC 


The Duke. 

True ! I am I 

[A, he is going out, suddenly.] 

Monsieur Le Bret 1 

[To Roxank.] 

A word, with your pennission ? 

[He goes to Lb Bret, and in a low voice,] 

True, that none 

Dare to attack your friend ;—but many hate him ; 
Yesterday, at the Queen’s card-play ’twas said 
* That Cyrano may die—by accident 1' 

Let him stay in—be prudent! 

Le Bret 

[raising his amis to heaven]. 

Prudent! lie 1 . . • 

He’s coming here. I ’ll warn him—but! . , , 

Roxane 

[who has stayed on the stepSy to a Sister 
who comers towards her]. 

What is it ? 

The Sister. 

Ragueneau would see you, Madame. 


Roxank. 

Let him come. 

[To the Duke and Le Bret.] 

He comes to tell his troubles. Having been 
An author (save the mark !)—poor fellow, — now 
By turns ho’s singer . . . 

Le Bret. 

Bathing-man . « , 
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Roxane. 

Then actor . . . 

Le Bret. 

Beadle . . • 

Roxanb. 

Wig-maker . . . 

Lb Bret. 

Teacher of the lute . . . 
Roxane. 

What will he he to-day, by chance ? 

Raguenead 
[niterincf hurrifdl ' f /]. 

Ah! Madame ' 

[TTe sees Le Bret.] 

Ah I you here, Sir ! 

Koxank 

Tell all your miseries 
To him ; I will return anon. 

Raguknea u. 

But, Madame . . . 

[Roxane goes out with the Duke, lie 
goes toivards Le Bret.] 

SCIENK III 
Le Bret, Raoueneau. 

Ragueneau. 

Since you are here, ’tis best she should not know ! 
I was going to your friend just now—was but 
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A lew steps from the house, when I saw him 
Go out. I hurried to him. Saw him turn 
The corner . . . suddenly, from out a window 
Where he was passing—was it chance ?. . . may bo 1 
A lackey let fail a lar*,^e piece of wood. 

Le Bret. 

Cowards ! O Cyrano ! 

Raoueneaq. 

I ran—I saw . . . 


Le Bret. 

Tis hideous ! 

Raqueneau. 

Saw our poet, Sir—our friend— 
Struck to the ground,—a large wound in his headl 

Le Bret. 

He *s deadi 

Raqueneau. 

No—but—I bore him to his room . . , 
Ah 1 his room ! What a thing to see 1—that garret! 

Le Bret. 

He suffers ) 

Raqueneau. 

No, his consciousness has flown. 

Le Bret. 


Saw you a doctor ? 
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Raqukneau. 

One was kind—he came. 


Le Bret. 

My poor Oyrano ! -Wo must not tell this 
To Koxane suddenly.—What said this leech ?— 

Raoueneau. 

Said,—what, I know not—fever, meningitis !— 

Ah! could you sec him-all his head hound up!— 
Blit let IKS haste I — There's no one hy his hed I — 
And if ho ti-y to rise, Sir, he might die I 

Raotjrnkau 

{drtKjgiiuj him towards the righf \. 

Come 1 Through the chapel 1 ’Tis the quickest way 

Roxanr 

[ appe^tring on the steps , and seeing Le BiiK'r go 
awag hy the colonnade leading to the chape ! 
door \ 

Monsieur le Bret! 

[Lk Bret and Uaourneatj disappear without 

answering ]. 

Le Bret goes—wht'ii T call ! 
*Tis some new trouble of good Ragueneuu’s. 

[She descends the steps .] 


S 
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SCENE IV 

Roxane alone. Two Sisters, for a moment 

Roxank. 

Ah ! what a beauty in September’s close I 
My sorrow eased. April’s joy dazzled it, 

But autumn wins it with her dying calm. 

[She seats herself at the embroidery frame. Two 
SibTEHS come out of the house, and bring a 
large arm-chair under the tree.^ 

There conies the famous arm-chair, where he sits, 
T)ear faithful friend! 

Sister Martha. 

It is the parlour’s best 1 

Roxane. 

Thanks, sister. 

[The Sisters go.] 

He ’ll be here now. 

[She seats herself. A clock strikes.] 

The hour strikes. 

---My silks?—Why, now. the hour’s struck! How 

strange 

To be behind his time, at last, to-day 1 

Perhaps the portiess—where’s my thimble ?.. . Here! 

—Is preaching to him. 

[A liause.] 

Yes, she must be preaching I 
Surely he must come soon 1—Ah ! a dead leaf!— 
[She brushes off the leaf from her work.] 
Nothing, besides, could—scissors ?—In my bagl 
—Could hinder him . . . 
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A SiBTER 

to the 8tep8\. 

Monsieur de Bergerac. 


SCENE V 

Roxane 

\toithoiit tiiming r(nind\. 

What was I saying ? , . . 

embroiders, Cyrano, very pale^ his had, 
pulled down over his eyesy appears. The 
Sister who had annou7iced him retires. He 
descends the steps slowly^ with a visible 
difficulty in holding himself upright, hear- 
ing heavily on his cane. Roxane still 
works at her tapestry.'\ 

Time has dimmed the tints , . . 

How harmonise them now 1 

[To Cyrano, with playful reproach.'] 

For the first time 

Late!—For the first time, all these fourteen years! 

Cyrano 

[who has succeeded in reaching the chair, and 
has Beaded himself— in a lively voice, which 
is in great contrast mth his pale face]. 

Ay 1 It is villainous ! T raged— wjis stayed . . . 

Roxane. 

By? . . • 
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Ctrano. 

By a bold, um?el come visitor. 
Koxanb 

[ahsentlyy woTking\. 

Some creditor 1 

Cyrano. 

Ay, cousin,—the last creditor 
Who has a debt to claim from me. 


Roxane. 


Have paid it? 


Cyrano. 


And you 


No, not yet! I put it olf; 
—Said, ‘Cry you mercy; this is Saturday, 
When I have got a standing rendezvous 
That nought defcr.s. Call in an hour’s time I * 


Roxane 

[carelessly]. 

Oh, well, a creditor can always wait I 
I shall not let you go ere twilight ft\lls. 

Cyrano. 

TJaply perforce I quit you ere it falls ! 

[He sUnts his eyes, and is silent for a moment 
Sister Martha crosses the parA: from the 
chapel to the flight of steps. Roxane, 
seeing Aer, signs to her to approach.] 

Roxane 
[to Cyrano]. 

How now 1 You have not teased the Sister ? 
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Cyrano 

lily opening his eyes\ 

Tiue! 

[In a comimlly lovd voice.] 

Sister ! come here ! 

[The Slstkr glid<‘.s up to hini.^ 

Ha-ha ! What 1 Those hrij^lit eyes 
Bent ever on the ground ? 

Sister Martha 

[who makes a movement of astonishment on 
seeing his foce\ 

Oh 1 



Cyrano 

[in a whisper^ pointing to Roxane], 

Hush ! ’tis nought! 
[Loudly^ in a blustering voice.] 

I broke fast yesterday I 


Sister Martha. 

[o.vidc]. 

I know, I know I 
That’s how he is so pale I Come presently 
To the refectory, 1 ’ll make you drink 
A famous bowl of soup . . . You ’ll come ? 


There, see ! 


Cyrano. 

Ay, ay 1 

Sister Martha. 

Y ou are more reasonable to-tlay ! 



278 


CYRANO DE BERGERAC 


Eoxane 

[who hears them whispering]^ 

The Sister would convert you ? 

Sister Martha. 

Nay, not 11 

Cyrano. 

Hold 1 but it’s true ! You preach to me no more, 
You, once so gUb with holy words 1 I am 
Astonished ! . . . 

[With burlesque fury.] 

Stay, I will surprise you too 1 
Hark 1 I permit you . . . 

[Hepretends to be seeking for something to tease 
her with, and to have found it], 

... It is something now !— 
To—pray for me, to-night, at chapebtime I 

Koxane. 

Oh I oh I 

Cyrano 

[Icmghing]. 

Good Sister Martha is struck dumb 1 

Sister Martha 
[gently], 

I did not wait your leave to pray for you. 

goes out.] 

Cyrano 

[turning to Roxane, who is still bending 
over her worl^. 

That tapestry I Beshrew me if my eyes 
Will ever see it finished ! 
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Roxane. 

I was sure 

To hear that well-known jest I 

[A light breeze muses the leaves to 

Cyeano. 

The autumn loaves ! 

Roxane 

\lifiing her head, and looking down the 
distant alien']. 

Soft golden brown, like a Venetia.i's iiair. 

—See how they fall ! 

Oyuano. 

Ay, see how brave they fall, 
In their last journey downward from the bough, 
To rot within the clay ; yet, lovely still, 

Hiding the horror of the last decay, 

With all the wayward grace of careless flight ! 

Roxanb. 

What, melancholy—you? 

Cyrano 

[collecting himself]. 

Nay, nay, Roxane ! 

Roxane. 

Then lot the dead leaves fall the way they will . . . 
And chat. What, have you nothing new to toll, 
My Court Gazette ? 

Cyrano. 

Listen. 

Roxane. 

Ah ! 
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Cyrano 

\growing whiter and whiter’]. 

Saturday 

'riie nineteenth : havinf< eaten to excess 
Of pear-constTve, the King felt feverish ; 

The lancet quelled this treasonable revolt, 

And the august pulse beats at normal pace. 

At the Queen’s ball on Sunday tliirty score 
Of best white waxen tupera were consumed. 

Our troijps, tliey say, have chased the Austrians. 
Four sorcerers were hanf<ed. The little dog 
Of Madame d’Atlus took a dose . . . 


Roxank. 

T bid 

You hold your tongue, Monsieur de Bergerac ! 

Cyrano. 

Monday—not much—(jlaire changed protector. 


UOXANK. 


Oh I 


Cyrano 

[whose face changes more and mor^]. 

Tuesday, the Court repaired to Fontainebleau. 
Wednesday, the Montglat said to Comte de 

Fiesquo . . . 

No! Thursday—Mancini, Queen of France! {almost!) 
Friday, the Montglat to Count Fiesque said—‘ Yes I ^ 
And Saturday the twenty-sixth . , . 

[He closes his eyes. His head falls forward. 

Silence.'] 
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IIOXANB 

[tnir 2 Jriiied at his voice ceasingy turns rounily 
looks at hiiriy and risingy teTrified\, 

Ho swoons • 

[jSi/i-e runs towards him crying.] 

Cyrano ! 

Cyrano 

[opening his eyeSy in an unconcerned voice]. 
What is this V 

[Tie secs R<.>xane hemding over Limy andy hastily 
pressing his hat on his heady and shrinking 
hark in his chair.] 

Nay, on niy word 

'Tii» nothinj^ 1 Lt^t mo be ! 

Koxank. 

But . . . 

Cyrano. 

That ohl wound 

Of Arras, sometimes,— iis you know . . . 

Roxane. 

Dear friend ! 

Cyrano. 

*Tis nothing, 'twill piss soon ; 

[lie smiles with an effort.] 

See !—it has passed ! 


Roxane. 

Each of US has liis wound ; ay, I ha\e iniin*, - 
Never healed up— not healed yet, my old wound I 

[She puts her hand on her hreasL] 
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*Tis here, beneath this letter brown with age, 

All stained with t6ar-drops,aDd still stained with blood 
[Twilight begins to fall,"] 

Cyrano. 

His letter ! Ah I you promised me one day 
That I should read it. 


Koxane, 

What woidd you ?—His letter ? 
Cyrano. 

Yes, I would fain,—to-day . . . 

Koxane 

[giving the bag hung at her neck]. 

See I hero it is t 

Cyrano 
[taking it]. 

Have I your leave to open 1 

Koxane. 

Open—read I 

[iSfed coines back to her tapestry frame^ folds 
it up, sorts her wools.] 

Cyrano 

[readiiuj], 

* Koxane, adieu ! I soon must die / 

This very night, helovhd ; and I 
Feel my soul heavy with love untold, 

I die I No more, as in days of old, 

My loving, longing eyes will feast 
On your least gesture — ay, the least I 
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1 mind me the way you touch yo'u/r cheek 
With your finger^ so/Uy, as you speak! 

Ah me! I know that gesture well! 

My heait cries out! — I cry “ Farewell !* 

Roxane. 

But how you read that letter ! One would think . . . 

Cyrano 

[continuing to read^ 

^ My life^ my lovcy my jewels my sweety 
My heart has been yours in every heat! ’ 

[The shades of evening fall impercepiihly.'] 

Roxani?. 

Yon roitd in such a voice —so strange—and yet— 

It is not the first time I hear that voice I 

[/S'^e comes nearer very softhjy without his 2 )er- 
ceiving ity passes behind his chair, and, 
noiselessly leaning over him looks at the 
letter. The darkness deepens.'] 

Cyrano. 

‘ Here, dying, and there, in the land on high, 

I am he who loved, who loves you, — I . . 

Roxane 

[putting her hand on his shoulder]. 

How can you read ? It is too dark to see ! 

[lie starts, turns, sees her close to him. Suddenly 
alarmed, he holds his head dovm. Then in 
the dusk, which has now completely enfolded 
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them^ she says, very slowly^ with clasped 
hands^"] 

Ami, fourteen years long, he has i>layed this part 
Of the kind old friend who comes to laugh and chat! 


Roxane I 


Cyrano. 

Roxane. 
’Twas you ! 


Cyrano. 

No, never ; Roxane, no ! 


Roxane. 

I should have guessed, each time he said my name 1 

Cyrano. 

No ; it was not I! 

Roxane. 

It was you 1 

Cyrano. 

I swear 1 

Roxane. 

I see through all tlie generous counterfeit— 

TJie letters—you ! 

Cyrano. 

No. 


Roxane. 

The sweet, mad, love-words I 


Not 


Cyrano. 


Youl 
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Koxane. 

The voice that thrilled the night—you, you ! 


Cyrano. 

I swear you err. 

Koxane. 

The soul--it was your soul 1 
CVRANO. 

I loved you not. 

Eoxane. 

You loved mo noC ? 


Cyrano. 

Koxane. 

You loved me 1 

Ctrano. 

No! 


’Twas he ! 


Koxane. 

See 1 how you falter now ! 

V 

Cyrano. 

No, my sweet love, I never loved you ! 


Koxane. 

Ah! 

Things dead, long dead, see ! how they rise again ! 
—Why, why keep silence all these fourteen years, 
When, on this letter, which he never wrote 
The tears were your tears ? 
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Otrano 

\holding out the letter to her]. 

The bloodstains wore his. 

Koxanb. 

Why, then, that noble silence,—kept so long— 
Broken to-dny for the first time—why 7 

Oyiiano. 

Why? . . , 

[t E Buet and Ragubneau enter running .] 


SCENE VI 

The Same. Le Bret and Raqueneau. 

Le Bret. 

What madness ! Here ? I knew it well! 

Otrano 

[^smiling and sitting u ’ p ]. 

What now ? 

Le Bket. 

Ho has brought his death by coming, Madame. 

Roxane. 

God! 

Ah then I that faintness of a moment since ... 1 


Ctran(^. 

Why, true ! It Interrupted the ‘ Gazette *: 

. , , Saturday, twenty-sixth, at dinner-time, 
Asv^assination of De Bergerac. 

[ile takes off his hat ; they sec his head 
bandaged.] 
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Eoxane. 

What says he 1 Cyrano !—His head all bound I 
Ah, what has chanced ? How ?—^Who 1 . . . 

CrRANO. 

* To be struck down, 
Pierced by a sword i’ the heart, from a heroes hanil I' 
That I had dreamed. O mockery of Fate ! 

—Killed, 11 of nil men—in an ambuscade I 
Struck from behind, and by a lackey’s hand ! 

’Tis very well. I am foiled, foiled in all, 

Even in my death. 

Ragurnbau. 

Ah, Monsieur 1 . . • 

OvRANO 

[holding ont his hand to him]. 

Ragueneau, 

Weep not so bitterly I . . . What do you now, 
Old comrade 1 

Ragueneau 
[ainid his tears]. 

. . . '^Trim the lights for Mol lire’s stage, 
Cyrano. 

Moli^re I 

Ragueneau. 

Yes, but I shall leave to-morrow. 

I cannot bear it!—Yesterday, they i)layed 
Scapin —I saw he’d thieved a scene from you I 

Le Bret. 

What! a whole scene ? 
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Ragueneau. 

Oh yes, indeed, Monsieur, 
The famous one, ‘ Que Diable allait-il faire 1* 

Le Bret. 

Moli^re has stolen that ? 

Ctrano. 

Tut! He did well I . , , 
[To Raguenkau.] 

How went the scone ? It told—1 think it told ? 

Ragueneau 

[sobbing^. 

Ah ! how they laughed I 

C-fRANO. 

Look you, it was my life 
To be the prompter cry one forgets ! 

[To Roxane.] 

That night when ’neath your window Christian spoke 
—Under your balcony, you remember 1 Well! 
There wtis the allegory of my whole life : 

I, ill the shadow, at the ladder’s foot, 

While others lightly mount to Love and Fame 1 
Just! very jnsD 1 Here on the tlireshold drear 
Of death, I pay my tribute with the rest, 

To Moli^re’s genius,—Christian’s fair face ! 

[The chapel-bell chimes. The Nuns are seen 
passing down the alley at the hacky to say 

their office.^ 

Let them go pray, go pray, when the bell rings 
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Boxane 

[rising atid calling']. 
Sister I Sister 1 


Cyrano 

[holding her fast]. 

Call no one. Leave me not; 
When you come back, I should be gone for aye. 
[The Nuns have all entered the chapel. The 

organ sowids.] 

I was somewhat fain for music—hark I ^tis come. 

Box AN E. 

Live, for I love you I 


Cyrano. 

No ! In fairy-tales 
When to the ill-starred Prince the lady says 
‘ I love you I' all his ugliness failes fast— 

But 1 remain the same, up to the last! 

Boxane. 

I have marred your life—I, 11 

Cyrano. 

You blessed my life f 
Never on me had rested woman's love. 

My mother even could not find mo fair ; 

1 had no sister ; and, when grown a man, 

I feared the mistress who would mock at me. 

But I have had your friendship—grace to you 
A woman’s charm has passed across my path. 

T 
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Le Bret 

[pointing to the moon, which is seen between 

the trees]. 

Your other lady-love is come. 

Cyrano 

[smiling]. 

I see. 

Roxane. 

1 loved but once, yet twice I lose my love 1 

Cyrano. 

Hark you, Le Bret! I soon shall reach the mooiL 
To-night, alone, with no projectile’s aid 1 . . . 

Le Bret. 

IrVhat are you saying I 

Cyrano. 

I tell ycu, it is there, 

There, that they send me for my Paradise, 

There 1 shall find at last the souls 1 love, 

In exile,—Galileo—Socrates 1 

Le Bret 
[rebdliously], 

Ko, no 1 It is ioo clumsy, too unjust 1 
So great a heart 1 So great a poet 1 Die 
Like this ? what^ die ... ? 

Cyrano 

Hark to Le Bret, who scolds. 
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Le Bret 
[weeping}. 

Dear friend . . . 

Cyrano 

[starting upj his eyes wiliX\, 

What ho I Cadets of Gascony 1 
The elemental mass—ah yes I the hie , . . 

Le Biiet. 

His science still—he raves ! 


Said . . . 


Oh! 


Cyrano. 

Copernicus 


Roxane. 

Cyrano. 


Mais qiie diable allait'il faire, 

Mais que diable allait-il faire dans cette galore ? . . . 

Philosopher, metaphysician, 

Rhymer, brawler, and musician. 

Famed for his lunar expedition, 

And the unnumbered duels he fought,— 

And lover also,—by interposition 1— 

Here lies Hercule Savinien 
De Cyrano de Bergerac. 

Who was everything, yet was nought. 

1 cry you pardon, but I may not stay ; 

See, the moon>ray that comes to call me hence ! 
[He has fallen bach in his chair; the sobs of 
Roxane recall him to reality; he looks long 
at heTf andj touching her veiL"] 

I would not bid you mourn less faithfully 
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That good, brave Christian : T would only ask 
That when my body shall be cold in clay 
You wear those sable mourning weeds for two, 
And mourn a while for me, in mourning him. 

Roxank. 

I swear it you ! . . . 

Cyrano 

[shivering violentlyy then suddenly rising]. 

Not there 1 what, seated 1 —no 1 
[They spring towards him,] 

Let no one hold me up— 

[Jfe pvifps himself against the tree,] 

Only the tree! 

[Silence,] 

It comes. E’en now my feet have turned to stone 
My hands are gloved with lead 1 

[lie stands ere’cL] 

But since Death comes 

I meet him still afoot, 

[He draws his sword,] 

And sword in hand ! 

Le Bret. 

Cyrano 1 

Roxane 
[half fainting']. 

Cyrano 1 

[All shrink hack in 
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Ctbano. 

Why, I well believe 

Ho dares to mock my nose ? Ho ! insolent! 

[Ht! raises /its sword.] 

What say you ? It is useless ? Ay, I know I 
But who fights ever hoping for success ? 

I fought for lost cause, and for fruitless quest! 

You there, who are you 1—You are thousands I Ah ! 
I know you now, old enemies of mine ! 

Falsehood I 

[/fe strikes in the air with his i>iiord.'l 

Have at j'ou 1 Ha ! and (voinpromise I 
Piejudice, Treachery ! . . . 

[JJe strikes.] 

Surrender, I ? 

Parley ? No, never ! You too, Folly,—you ? 

I know that you will lay me low at last; 

Let be ! Yet I fall fighting, fighting still 1 

[Me makes passes in the air, and slops, 
breathless.] 

You strip from me the laurel and the rose I 
Take all 1 Despite you there is yet one thing 
I hold against you all, and when, to-night, 

I enter Christas fair courts, and, lowly bowed, 

Sweep with doffed casque the heavens^ threshold blue, 
One thing is left, that, void of stain or smutch, 

I bear away despite you. 

[He springs forward^ his sword raised; it falls 
from his hand; he staggers, falls hack into 
the arms of Le Bret and Raoueneau.] 
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Koxanb 

[bending over him and kissing his forehead]. 


Cyrano 

[opening his eyes, recognising her, and 8miling\ 

panache. 


Cdrtain. 
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